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FOLJmY honeycombe, 




DRAMAT1CK NOVEL. 


Firft afted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 
$n the $th of December , 1760* 


Vol. IV* B preface. 


R £ F A C E. 


AFTER exprefling my gratitude to the put- 
lick for the kind reception they have given 
to Mifs Honeycombe, and returning thanks to the 
performers for their care and uncommon excellence 
in the" reprefentation, I did not think of adding 
any thing further by way of preface ; but my pub- 

• liflier infills on the neceflity of my faying fome- 
' thing in behalf of the piece, which, I think, ought 
V*|o fpeak for itfelf, and that my friend's fcheme is 

much of the fame colour with Bayes's pra&ice of 
printing papers to infinuate the plot into the boxes. 
It has been ufual with the writers of the French 

• $!h£atre, it is true, to tack examens of their plays, 
lK;e a fting or melius non tangere to the criticks, to 

. the tail of them. But why need an Englifh author 
put himfelf to that trouble, when the learned and 
impartial gentlemen of the Reviews are fo ready 
to take it off his hands \ unlefs it were like Dryden, 
to turn the thunder of the critick's own artillery 
againft himfelf, and to confute or anticipate his 
cenfures, by proving the fable, chara&ers, fenti- 
ments, and language, to be excellent, or, if indeed 

B 2 there 
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there were fome parts inferior to the reft, tuqiu.' 
parts were purpofely tnder-writien, Jn '.<&&&&£;■ 
to fet off the fuperior to more advantage ? Tjii|(^ 
indeed, Dryden has often done, a»d^ done fix !&->,£ 
':^;»*.. imitably, that I (hall not attempt it after him?. 3?o;^ ': 
' > v .the gentlemen, therefore, above-mentioned .thw * * 
felf-impannelled jury of the Englifh pourt £J w^y.y* 
ticifrn, without challenge, I put myfelJ.on'jwHri**^. 
for the high crime of writing for the ftage, trfilttiSg^^ 
that their candour will fend me a good deliveran&££\V- ; 
I could, indeed, in compliance with the requfeffcH ■'-. 
of my publifher, have obliged the publick^JM*^ 
printing, entire, an original mannfeript, now^itt^ 



my pofleffion, containing feveral ftri&ures oniWP;^ 
following fcenes ; being no qther than a letter feomj, 
a female relation, occafioned by the firft nij 
reprefentation, which, like moft other firft nigl 
was nothing more than a publick rehearfal, 
ten thoufand fears and apprehenfions that 
attend a private one. The good gentlewoitfafir v£ 
hurt at the confufion, and in pain for my fuccef^--* 
tells me with much warmth, and as dogmatic&lljpv 
as any male critick could poffibly do, that qihe; J|e&r' 
aftonifhed at my attempting to violate the recfervg^^> 

law, of the Drama That the ca1aJirophe%i]^^ 

was really her word) is dire£Uy contrary to 'aJfcr. 

knowrif^ 




PREFACE. 

known rules— That the feveral characters, inftead 
of being difmifled, one by one, fliould have been 
induftrioufly kept together, to make a bow to the 
audience at the dropping of the curtain — That, 
notwithftanding any confufion, created by the girl's 
whimfical paflion for Novels, in the courfe of the 
piece, all parties fhduld be perfectly reconciled to 
each other at laft. Polly, having manifefted her 
affe&ion for him, fliould, to be fure, have been 
married to Scribble ; and the parents fliould have 
beert thoroughly, though fuddenly, appeafed by the 
declared reformation of both. Ledger might, with 
much propriety and great probability, have been 
difpofed of to the Nurfe : And the whole piece, 
inftead of concluding bluntly with a fentence in 
profe, fliould have been tagged with a couplet or 
£wo j and then every thing would have gone off 
fmoothly and roundly, a la mode du 'Theatre. 

Having thus prefented the publick with a fmall 
fpecimen of my good kinfwoman's talents for criti- 
cifm, I (hall not, by attempting to anfwer them, 
heap remarks upoq remarks; rather chufing to leave 
Her and all other criticks, male and female, to 
meditate on the following extraft from Ben Jonfon ; 
but mult, at the fame time, defire not to bennder- 
ftood to take to myfelf that confidence, with which 

heyefumes to fpeak of his own abilities. 

B 3 " Though 
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" Though my cataftrophc may, in the ftri& 
u rigour of comick law, meet with cenfure ; I 
" dcfire the learned and charitable critick, to have 
" fo much faith in me, to think it was done of 
" induftry : For, with what eafe I could have va- 
" ried it nearer his fcale (but that I fear to boaft 
" my own faculty) I could here infert.' 1 

To this quotation I fhall add a fhort (lory,; and 
then conclude my preface with an Extraft from 
the catalogue of one of our mod popular circulat- 
ing libraries ; from which cxtraft the reader may, 
without any great degree of fhrewdnefs, ftrain the 
moral of this performance. The ftory is as follows : 
" A nobleman of Madrid, being prefent at the 
Spanifli Comedy, fell afleep during the firft aft, 
and never woke again till the end of the play. 
Then rubbing his eyes, andobferving his friends 
" laughing at the hearty nap he had taken, he cried 
" out, How now, Gentlemen? What! Is it ovek 
" then? Are the aftors all MARRJED ?" 
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EXTRACT. 


ACCOMPLISHED Rake, or the Modem Fine 
Gentleman. 
Adventures of Mifs Polly B— ch— rd and Sam. Tyrrel, Efq. 
Adventures of Jerry Buck. 
Adventures of Dick Hazard. 
Adventures of Jack Smart. 
Adventures of Lindamira, a Lady of Quality. 
Adventures of David Simple. 
Adventures of a Turk. 
Adventures of Daphnis and Chloe. 
Adventures of Prince Cleremont and Mad, de Ravezan. 
Adventures of Mr. Loveil. 
Adventures of Jofeph Andrews. 
Adventures of Hamilton Murray. 
Adventures of a Rake, 
Adventures pf a Cat. 
Adventures of a Black Coat. 
Adventures of Frank Hammond. , 
Adventures of Mr. George Edwards, a Creole. 
Adventures of a Valet. 
Adventures of Capt. Greenland. 
Adventures of Roderick Random. 
Adventures of Peregrine Pickle. 
Adventures of Ferdinand Count Fathom. 
Agenor and Ifmeaa, or the War of the Tender Paflions. 
Amelia, by Mr. Fielding. 
Amelia, or the Diftreffed Wife. 

Amours of Philander and Sylvia, or Love-Letters between 
a Nobleman and his Sifter. 
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Amorous Friars, or the Intrigues of a Convent. 

Antigallican, or Hiltory and Adventures of Harry Cobhara. 

Anti-Pamela, or Feigned Innocence Detected. 

Apparition, or Female Cavalier ; a Story founded on Falls. 

Auction^ 

Beauty put to its Shifts, or the Young Virgin's Rambles, 
being feveral Years' Adventures of Mifs * * * * in Eng- 
land and Portugal. 

Bracelet, or the Fortunate Difcovery ; being the Hiftory 
of Mifs Polly * * •. 

Brothers. 

Bubbled Knights, or Succefsful Contrivances; plainly 
evincing, m two Familiar. Inftances lately tranfa&ed 
in this Metropolis, the Folly and XJnreafinablenefs of 
Parents Laying a Reftraint upon tbtir Children? Inclina- 
tions in the Affairs of Lowe and Marriage. 

Card. 

Chiron, or the Mental Optician. 

Chit-chat, or a Series of Interefting Adventures. 

Chryfal, or the Adventures of a Guinea, with carious 
Anecdotes. 

Gar lift, or the Hiflory of a Young Lady ; comprehend- 
ing the mod Important Concerns of Private Life, and 
particularly fhewing the Diflrefles that may Attend the 
Mifconduft both of Parents and Children in Relation to 
Marriage. 

Cleora, or the Fair Inconftant : An Authentic!? Hiftory 
of the Life and Adventures of a Lady, lately very Emi- 
nent in High Life. 

Clidanor and Cecilia, a. Novel, defigned as a Specimen of 
a Collection, adapted to form the Mind to a juft way 
of thinkings and a proper Manner of behaving in Life. 

Clio, or a Secret £|iftory of the Amours of Mrs. S — n — m. 

Cry, a Dramatick Fable. 

Dalinda, 
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Dalinda, or the Double Marriage. 

bevil upon Crutches in England, or Night Scenes in London. 

Emily, or the Hiftory of a Natural Daughter. 

Fair AiduJtrefs. 

Fair Moralift. 

Fair Citizen, or the Adventures of Charlotte Bellmour, 

Fanny, or the Amours 6f a Welt Country Young Lady. - 

Female Foundling ; (hewing the Happy Succefs of Conftaat 
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Female Banifhment, or the Wbman Hater. 

Female Falfhood. 

Fortunate Villager, or Memoirs of Sir Andrew Thompfon. 
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Friends, a Sentimental Hiftory. 

Gentleman and Lady of Pleafure's Amufement, in Eighty- 
eight Queftions, with their Anfwers, on Love and Gal- 
lantry/ To which are added, the Adventures of Sophia, 
with the Hiftory of Frederick and Caroline. 

Henrietta. 

Hiftory of Charlotte Villars. 

Hiftory of Mifs Kitty N— — , containing her Amours and 
Adventures in Scotland, Ireland, Jamaica, and England. 

Hiftory of Barbaroffa and Polly an e. » 

Hiftory of Two Perfons of Quality. 

Hiftory of Lavinia Rawlins. 

Hiftory of two Orphans, by W. Toldervy. 

Hiftory of Henry Dumont, Efq. and Mifs Charlotte 
Evelyn ; with fome Critical Remarks on Comic Adtors, 
by Mrs. Charke. 

Hiftory of Benjamin St. Martin, a Fortunate Foundling.. 

Hiftory of the Life and Adventures of Mr. Anderfon. 

Hiftory of Honoria, or the Adventures of a Young Lady ; 
interfperfed with the Hiftory of Emilia, Julia, and others. 
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Hiftory of Betty Barnes. 

Hiftory of Jemmy and Jenny Jeflamy. 

Hiflory of Dicky Gotham and Doll Clod. 

Hiftory of Fanny Seymour. 

Hiftory of Sophia Shakefpedre, 

Hiftory of Sir Charles Grandifon. 
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Hiftory and Adventures of Frank Hammond. 
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Hiftory of J. Trueman, Efq. and Mifs Peggy Williams. 

Hiftory of Sir Harry Herald* and Sir Edw. Haunch. 

Hiftory of Will Ramble, a Libertine, 

Hiftory of Mifs Polly Willis. 

Hiftory of my Own Life. 

Hiftory of Lucy Wellers. 

Hiftory of a Fair Greek, who was taken out of a Seraglia 

at Conftantinople. 
Hiftory of Hai Ebor Yokdhan, an Indian Prince. 
Hiftory of the Human Heart, or Adventures of a Young 

Gentleman. 
Hiftory of Charlotte Summers* 
Hiftory of Cornelia. 
Hiftory of Tom Jones, a Foundling. 
Hiftory of Tom Jones in his Married State. 
Hiftory of two Modern Adventurers. 
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Hiftory of Mifs Sally Sable. 
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Hiftory of Tom Fool. 
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Queen of Sweden. - 

Hiftory of Jack Connor. 

Hiftory of Mifs Betfy Thoughtlefs. 

Hiftories of ibme of the Penitents in the Magdalen- Houfe. 

Jilts, or Female Fortune Hunters, 

Impetuous Loyer, or the Guiltlefs Parracide ; (hewing ta 
•what Lengths Love may run, and the Extreme Folly of 
Forming Schemes for Futurity. 

Intriguing Coxcomb. 

Journey through every Stage of Life. 

Juvenile Adventures of David Ranger, Efq. 

Juvenile Adventures of Mifs Kitty Fifher. 

Lady's Advocate, or Wit and Beauty a Match for Trea- 
chery and Inconftancy ; containing a Series of Gallan- 
tries, Intrigues, and Amours, Fortunate and Sinifter 5 
Quarrels and Reconciliations between Lovers ; Conjugal 
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Ladies 1 Tales. 

Life and Adventprei of Miranda. 

Life's Progrefs, or the Adventures of Natura. 
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Life and Adventures of Sobrina. 
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Life and Adventures of Coll. Jack. 

Life and Adventures of James Ramble, Efq. 
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Life of Mr. John Van. 
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Gentlewoman. 

Love and Friendfhip, or the Fugitive* 

Lydia. 

Marriage Aft. 

Memoirs of the Countefs of Berci. 

Memoirs of Fanny Hill. ' 

Memoirs of a Man of Quality. 

Memoirs of the Life of John Medley, Efq. 

Memoirs of a Coxcomb. 
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Memoirs of the Celebrated Mifs Fanny M . ■ ■ 

Memoirs of B — - Tracey . 

Memoirs of Fidelio and Harriot. 

Memoirs of Sir Tho. Houghfon and Mr. Jofeph Williams. 

Memoirs of an Oxford' Scholar. 

Memoirs of a Young Lady of Quality. 

Memoirs of the Noted Buckhorfe. 

Memoirs of a Certain Ifland. 

Memoirs of a Man of Pleafure. 

Memoirs of a Young Lady of Family. 

Memoirs of Sir Charles Goodville. 

Modern Characters Uluftrated by Hiftories. 

Modern Lovers. 

Modern Story-teller. 

Mother. 
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EXTRACT. 

New Atalantis for the Year One Thoufand Seven Hundred 

and Fifty-nine. 
New Atalantis for the Year One Thoufand Seven Hundred 

and Sixty. 
Pamela, 

Polydore and Julia. 
Proftitutes of Quality, or Adultery a la Mode ; being Ju- 

thentic and Genuine Memoirs of Several Perfons of the 

Higheft Quality. 
Reformed Coquet. 
Revolutions of Modefty. 
Rival Mother. 
Rofalinda. 
Roxana. 

School of Woman, or Memoirs of Conftantia. 
Sedan, in which many New and Entertaining Characters 

are introduced. 
Sifters. 
Skimmer. 
Sopha. 

Spy on Mother Midnight, or F— i-'s Adventures. 
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Temple- Beau, or the Town-Rakes. 
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Zadig, or the Book of Fate. 
Zara and the Zaratians. 
Zulima, or Pure Love. 

&c. &c. &c. &c. &c. fcfr. &c. &c. 
&c. &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. 

PROLOGUE. 
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P R L C U E, 

Spoken by Mr. King* 

HITHER, in days of yore, from Spain orlrance* 
Cameadreadforceref$;bernameRoMANCE# 
O'er Britain's ifle her wayward fpells flie caft, 
And common fenfe in magick chain bound faft. 
In mad fublime did each fond lover wooe, 
And in heroicks ran each billet-doux : 
High deeds of chivalry their fole delight, 
Each fair a maid diftrefs'd, each fwain a knight* 
Then might Statira Orondates fee, 
At tilts and tournaments, arm'd cap-a-pie. 
She too, on milk-white palfrey, lance in hand, 
A dwarf to guard her, pranc'd about the land. 

This fiend to quell, his fword Cervantes drew* 
A trufty Spaniih blade, Toledo true : 
Her talifmans and magick wand he broke* 
Knights, genii, caftles — vanifh'd into fmoke. 

But now, the dear delight of later years, 
The younger fifter of Romance appears: 
Lefs folemn is her air, her drift the fame, 
And Novel her enchanting, charming, name. 
Romance might ftrike our grave fdrefathers'pbmp, 
But Novel for our buck and lively romp ! 

Caflandra's 


PROLOGUE. 

Caffandra's folios now no longer read, 
Sec, two neat pocket-volumes in their ftead ! 
And then fo fentimental is the ftile, 
So chafte, yet fo bewitching all the while ! 
Plot, and elopement, paffion, rape, and rapture, 
The total fum of ev'ry dear — dear — Chapter. 
Tis not alone the fmall-talk and the fmart, 
'Tis Novel Inoft beguiles the female heart. 
Mifs reads — fhe melts- — fhe fighs — Love deals upon 

he r 
And then — Alas, poor girl ! — good night, poor 

honour ! 

cc * Thus of our Polly having lightly fpoke, 
" Now for our Author ! — but without a joke. 
<c Tho'wits and journals, who ne'er Tibb'd before, 
<c Have laid this bantling at a certain door y 
t€ Where, lying ftore of faults, they'd fain heap 

more; 

<c I now declare it, as a ferious truth, 
" Tis the firft folly of a fimple youth, 

u Caught and deluded by our harlot plays : 

" Then crufh not in the (hell this infant Bayes I 
c< Exert your favour to a young beginner, 
" Nor ufe the {tripling like a batter'd finner ! 

» Thefe lines were written by Mr. Garrick, and added on its 
being reported, that he was the Author of this piece ; a report, 
which he modelUy fuppofed might be prejudicial to its fucceft. 
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Dramatis Persons. 


HoNEYCOMBEy 

Ledger, 
Scribble, 


Mr. Yates. 
Mr. Branjby. 
Mir. King* 


Mrs. HONEYCOMBE, 
POLLT, 

Nurse, 


Mrs. Kennedy. 
Mifs Pope. 
Mrs. Brad/haw. 


Polly 


POLLY HONEYCOJVJBE. 


SCENE I. 

An apartment in Honeycombs houfe. 
Polly y with a book in her band. 

Polly. 

WELL faid, Sir George ! Oh, the dear man! 
But fo — " With thefe words the enraptur'd 
tc baronet [reading."] concluded his declaration of 
t€ love." — So ! — <c But what heart can imagine, 
u [reading."] what tongue defcribe, or what pen 
<c delineate, the amiable confufion of Emilia ?"~ 
Well ! now for it ! — cc Reader, if thou art a courtly 
tf reader, thou haft feen, at polite tables, iced 
fC cream crimfoned with rafberries ; or, if thou 
cc art an uncourtly reader, thou haft feen the rofy- 
iC finger'd morning dawning in the golden Eaft j" 
—Dawning in the golden Eaft ! Very pretty. ■ ^ 
u Thou haft feen, perhaps, [reading.] the artificial 
Vol. IV. C " vermilion 
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it POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 

u vermilion on the cheeks of Cleora, or the teiv 
" milion of nature on thofe of Sylvia; thou haft 
" feen — in a word, the lovely face of Emilia was 
u overfpread with blufhes." — This is a moft beau- 
tiful paflage, I proteft! Well, a Novel for my 
money ! Lord, Lord, my ftupid papa has no tafte : 
He has no notion of humour, and 6hara£ter, and 
the fenfibility of delicate feeling. [affeftedly.] And 

then, mama ^but where was I ? Oh, here*— — 

" Overfpread with blufhes. [reading.] Sir George, 
" touched at her confuiioii,, gently feizcd her hand, 
s( and foftly preffing it to his bofom, [afting it as 
" jhe reads."] where the pulfes of his heart beat 
" quick, throbbing with tumultuous paffiop, in a 
4i plaintive tone of voice breathed out, wHl you 
u not .atifwer me, Emilia ?" — Tender creature I-*- 
" She, half rai&ng [reading and a&ing.] her down- 
iC caftr eyes, and half inclining her averted head, 
" faid in faltering accent** yes, Sir I"— *Well now ! 
— <c Then gradually recovering, with ineffable 
" fwectnefs fhe prepared to addrefs him ; when 
"Mrs. Jenkinfon bounced into the room, threw 
"down a fett of china in her hurry, and ftrewed 
4t the floor with porcelain fragments: Then turn- 
€f ing EmHia round and round, whirled her out of 
" the apartment in an inftant, and (buck Sir 

" George 
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" George dumb with aftonifhment at her appcar- 
" ance. She raved; but the baronet returning his 
" accuftomed effrontery— 

. Enter Nurfei 

Oh, Nurie ! 1 am glad to fee you !~Well, and 
ho w 

Nurfe . Well, Chicken ! 

Polly. Tell me, tell me all this inftant. Did you fee 
him ? Did you give him my letter ? Did he write ? 
Will he come ? Shall I fee him ? Have you got 
the anfwer in your pocket ? Have you 

Nurfe. Bleflings on her, how her tongue runs ! 

Polly. Nay, but come, dear Nurfee, tell me, 
what did he fay ? 

Nurfe. Say ? why, he took the lette r 
" Polly. Well ! 

Nurfe. And kifs'd it a thoufand times, and read 
it a thoufand times, and 

Polly. Oh, charming ! 
' Nurfe. And ran about the room, and blefs'd 
himfelf, and, Heaven preferve us, curs'd himfelf, 
and 

Polly. Very fine ! very fine ! 

Nurfe. And vow'd he was the moll miferable 
creature upon earth, and the happieft man in the 
world, and 

Ca Polly. 
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Polly. Prbdigioufly fine! excellent! My dear, 
dear Nurfee ! [KiJJing her."] Come, give me the 
letter. 

Nurfe. Letter, Chicken ! what letter? 

Polly. The anfwer to mine. Come then ! 

[Impatiently* 

Nurfe. I have no letter. He had fuch a peramblc 
to write, by my troth I could not ftay for it. 

Polly. Pfhaw ! 

Nurfe. How foon you're affronted now ! he faid 
he'd fend it fome time to-day. 

Polly. Send it fome time to-day ! — I wonder 
now, [as if mujing.~\ how he will convey it. Will 
he fqueeze it, as he did the laft, into the chicken- 
houfe in the garden ? Or will he write it in lemon- 
juice, and fend it in a book, like blank paper ? Or 
will he throw it into the houfe, inclofed in an 
orange ? Or will he 

Nurfe. Heavens blefs her, what a fliarp wit (he 
has ! 

Polly. I have not read fo many books for no- 
thing. Novels, Nurfee, novels ! A novel is the only 
thing to teach a girl life, and the way of the world, 
and elegant fancies, and love, to the end of the 
chapter! 

Nurfe. Yes, yes, you are always reading your 

fimple 
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fimple ftory-books. The Ventures of Jack this, and 
the hiftory of Bctfey t'other, and Sir Humphrys, 
and women with hard Chriftian names. You had 
better read your prayer-book, Chicken. 

Polly. Why, fo I do; but I'm reading this 
now — [Looking into the bookJ\ fi She rav'd, but the 
baronet" — I really think I love Mr. Scribble as 
well as Emilia did Sir George. Do you think, 
Nurfee, I fliould have had fuch a good notion of 
love fo early, if I had not read novels ? , Did not 
I make a conqueft of Mr. Scribble in a Cngle night, 
gt a dancing ? But my crofs papa will hardly ever 
let me go out. And then, I know Kfe as well as 
if I had been in the Beau Monde all my days. I 
can tell the nature of a mafquerade as well as if I 
had been at twenty. I long for a mobbing fcheme 
with Mr. Scribble in the two-fliilling gallery, or a 
fhug party a little way out of town in a pofl> 
chaife ; and then, I have fuch a head-full of in- 
trigues and contrivances ! Ohj Nurfee, a novel is 
the only thing ! 

Nurfe. Contrivances ! ay, marry, you have peed 
of contrivances. Here are your papa and mama 
fully refolved to marry you to young Mr. Ledger, 
Mr. Simeon the rich Jew's wife's nephew ; and 
all the while your head runs upon nothing but 
Mr. Scribble. 

\ C3 Polly. 
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Polly. A fiddle-ftickY end for Mh Ledger! J 
tell you whati Nur(ee ; I'll marry Mh Scribble, 
and not marry Mr; Ledger, whether papa and" 
mama chufe it or no.— And how d& ydu think Til 
contrive it? 

Nurfe. Howj Chicken ? 

Polly. Why, don't you know ? 

Nurfe. No, indeed. 

Polly. Arid can't yop guefs i 

Nurfe. No, by my troth, not I, 

Polly. Oh, Lord, 'tis the commoneft thing ii| 
the world— I intend to elope. 

Nurfe. Elope, Chifcken ! what's that ? 

Polly. Why, in the vulgar phr&fej rvn away; 
that's all. 

Nurfe. Mercy on us ! run away ? 

Polly. Yes, run away, to be fure. Why, therefo 
nothing in that, you know. Every girl elopes 
^when her parents are obftiriate and ill-natiir'd 
about marrying her. It was juft fo with Betfey 
Thompfon, and Sally Wilkins, arid Clarinda and 
Leonora in theHiftoryof Dick Carelefs, and Julia in 
the Adventures of Tom Ramble, and fifty others. 
Did not they all elope ? and fo will I too, I have 
as much right to elope as they had, for I have as 
much love, and as much fpirit, as the beft of 
them. 

Nurfe, 
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Nurfe. Why* Mr. Scribble's a fine man to be 
fate, a gentleman ereryinch of him ! 

Polly. So he is, a dear charming man 1 Will you 
dope too, Nurfee i 

Nurfe. Not for the varfal world. Suppofe now, 
Chicken, your papa and mama— — 

Polly. What care I for papa and mama ? Have 
nouhey been married and happy long enough ago? 
and are they not ftill coaxing, and fondling, and 
kiffifig each other all the day long ? — Where's my 
dear love, [mimicking.'] my beauty? fays papa, 
hobbling along with his crutckheaded cane, and 
his old gouty legs* Ah, my fweeting, my pre- 
cious Mr. Honeycombe, d'ye'love your nown dear 
wife ? fays mama ; and then they fqueeze their 
hard hands to each other, and their old eyes 
twinkle, and they're as loving as Darby and Joan 
— efpecially, if mama has had a cordial or two. 
Hi, Nurfee ! 

Nurft. Oh fie, Chicken ! 

Polly. And then, perhaps, in comes my utter 
averfion, Mr. Ledger, with his news from the 
Change, and his Change-alley wit, and his thirty 
per cent, [mimicking.] and " flocks have rifen one 
and a half and threes-eighths." I'll tell you what, 
Nurfee ! they would make fine characters for a 
novel, all three of them. 

C 4 Nurfe f 
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Nurfe. Ah, you're a gracelefs bird ! But I muft 
go down flairs, and watch if the coaft's clear, in 
cafe of a letter. 

Polly. Could not you go to Mr. Scribble's again 
after it ? 

Nurfe. Again I indeed, Mrs. Htot-upon't ! 

Polly. Do now, my dear Nurfee, pray do ! and 
call at the circulating library as you go along, for 
the reft of this novel — The hiftory of Sir George 
Truman and Emilia— and tell the bookfeller to be 
fure to fend me the Britifh Amazon, $nd Tom 
Faddle, and the reft of the new novels this winter, 
as foon as ever they come out. . 

Nurfe. Ah, pife on your naughty novels, I fay f 

ZExii. 

Polly. Ay, go now, my dear Nurfee, go, there's a 
good woman. — What an old fool it is ! with her 
€t pife on it," and " fy, Chicken !" and f c no, by my 
troth!" [mimicking.'] Lord, what a ftf ange houfe I 
live in ! not a foul in it, except myfelf, but what 
are all queer animals, quite droll creatures. There's 
papa and mama, and the old foolifh nurfe ■ ■ 

Re-enUr Nurfe, with a band-box. 

Oh, Nurfee, what bringlf you back fo foon ? What 
have you got there \ 

Nurfe,. 
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Nurfe. Mrs. Commode's 'prentice is below, and 
has brought home your new cap and ruffles, 
Chicken ! - 

Polly. Let me fee, let me fee {opening the box}. 
—Well, I fwear this is a mighty pretty cap; a 
fweet pair of flying lappets ! Aren't they, Nurfee ? 
H a ! what's this ? [looking inty the box.] Oh, 
charming ! a letter ! did not I tell you fo ? Let's fee ! 
let's fee! [opening the letter ha/lily — it contains three 

or four fleets.] " Joy of my foul only hope 

« — — eternal blifs — [dipping into different places]. 
" The cruel blafts of coynefs and difdain blow out 
<c the flame of love, but then the virgin breath of 
<c kindnefs and companion blows it in again." 
Prodigious pretty ! isn't it, Nurfee ? 

[Turning over the leaves. 

Nurfe. Yes, that is pretty 5 but what a deal there 
is on't ! It's an old faying and a true one, the more 
there's faid the lefs there ? s done. Ah, they wrote 
otherguefs forts of letters, when I was a girl! 

[While Jhe talks, Polly reads. 

Polly. Lord, Nurfee, if it was not for novels and 
love-letters, a girl would have no ufe for her writ- 
ing and reading. But what's here? [reading."] 
Poetry ! — " Well may I cry out, with Alonzo in 

" the Revenge, 

" Where 
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*< Whfcre didft thou fteal thofe eyes? Prom heaven ? 
" Thou didft, and 'tis religion to adore them \ n ' 
Excellent ! oh, he's a dear man ! 

Nurfe. Ay, to be fure! But you forget your let* 
terJearrier below* (he'll never bring you another, if 
you don't fpeak to her kindly. 

Polly* Speak to her! why, 111 give her fix-pence," 
woman! TeH her I am coming. Iwillbutjuft 
read my letter over five or fix times, and go to 
her. Oh, he's a charming man ! [reading, ,] Very 
fine ! very pretty ] He writes as well as Bob Love- 
lice ! [kijfing the letter^ Oh, dear, . fweet Mr, 
Scribble ! {Exit, 

Scene changes to another apartment. 

Honey combe and Mrs. Honey combe at break fafi 5 
Honeycombe reading the news-paper. 

Mrs. Hmeyc. My dear ! [Peevijhty. 

Honeyc.yfhzt do you fay, my love I [Still reading. 

Mrs. Honey c. You take no notice of me. Lay 

by that filly paper ; put it down; come then ; drink 

your tea. You don't love me now. 

Honey c. Ah, my beauty ! [Looking very fondly. 
Mrs. Honeyc. Do you love your own dear wife ? 

[Tenderly. 
Honeyc 
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Hbneyc. Dearly. She knows I< do. Don't you, 
my beauty? 

Mrs. Honeye. Ah, you ? re a dear, dear man. [fifing 
and kiffbig bint*'] He does love her ; and he's her 
own hufband $ and (he lores him moft dearly and 
tenderly, that Ihe does. [Kifffog him* 

Honeye. My beauty ! I have a piece pf news for 
you; 

Mrs. Honeye. What is it, my fweeting ? 

Honeye. The paper here fays, that young Tom 
Seaton, of Alderfgate-ftreet, was married yefterday 
at Bow Church, to Mifs Fairly of Cornhill. 

Mrs. Honeys A flaunting, flaring huffy ! ihe a 
hufband! 

Honeye. But what does my beauty think of her 
own daughter ? 

Mrs. Honeye. Of our Polly, fweeting ? 

Honeye. Ky y Polly: What fort of a wife d'ye 
think fhe'U make, my love ? I concluded every 
thing with Mr. Simeon yefterday, and expeft Mr, 
Ledger every minute. 

Mrs. Honeye. Think, my fweetings ! Why, I 
think, if (he loves him half! fo well as I do my own 
dear man, that fhe'U never fuffer him out of her 
fight ; that (he'll look at him with pleafure, {they 
both ogle fondly,"] and love him, and kifs him, and 

fondle 
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fondle him.— Oh, niy dear, it's impoffible to fey 
how dearly I love you. \KiJfing and fondling. 

Enter Ledger. 

Ledger. Heyday ! what now, good folks, what 
now ? Are you fo much in a,rre^r ? pr are you pay- 
ing off principal and intereft both at once ? 

Honeyc. My dear, confider ! Mr. Ledger is 
.Mrs. Honeyc. What fignifies Mr. Ledger ? He is 
one of the family, you know, my fweeting ! 

Ledger. Ay, fo I am ; never mind me, never 
mind me. Thq', by the bye, I fhould be glad of 
fomebody to make much of me too. Where's 
Mifs Polly? 

Honeyc. That's right, that's right. Here, John ! 

Enter John. 
Where's Polly ? 

John. In her own room, Sir. 

Honeyc. Tell her to come here ; and, hark ye, 
John ! while Mr. Ledger flays, I am not at home 
to any body elfe. [Exit John. 

Ledger. Not at home ! Are thofe your ways ? 
If I was to give fuch a meflage to my fervant, I 
fhould expe& a commiflion of bankruptcy out 
againft me the next day. 

Honeyc. 
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Honeyc. Ay,*you men of large dealings — it was 
fo with me, when I was in bufinefs. But where's 
this girl ? what can fhe be about ? My beauty, do 
ftep yourfelf, and fend her here immediately. 

Mrs. Honeyc. I will, my fweeting ! 

[offering to kifs him. 

Honeyc. Nay, my love, not now ! 

Mrs. Honeyc. Why not now ? I will, [kijfing 
him.] Good b'ye, love. Mr. Ledger, your fervant ! 
B'ye, deareft ! {Exit. 

Honeyc. Ha, ha ! you fee, Mr. Ledger ! you fee 
what you are to come to. But, I beg pardon ! I 
quite forgot ; have you breakfafted ? 

Ledger. Breakfafted ? ay, four hours ago, and 
done an hundred tickets fince, over a difh of coffee, 
at Jonathan's. Let me fee: [pulling out his watch.] 
Blefs my foul, it's eleven o'clock ! I wiih Mifs 
would come; It's Transfer-Day ; I muft be at 
the Bank before twelve, without fail. 

Honeyc. Oh, here flie comes. 

Enter Polly. 

Come, child ! where have you been all this time ? 
Well, Sir£ I'll leave you together. Polly, you'll 
ha, fia, ha ! Your fervant, Mr. Ledger, 

your ferviiit \ [£*'*• 

Polly 
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Polly and Ledger remain ; they /land at a great 

diftance from each other. 

Potty. [Afide.] What a monfter of a man! What 
will the frightful creature fay to me ? I am now, 
for all the world, juft in the filiation of poor Qa- 
riffa $ and the wretch is ten times uglier thanSoames 
himfelf. 

Ledger. Well, Mifs ! 

Polly. [Afide.] He fpeaks ! What fhall I fay to 
him ? Suppofe I have a little fport with him. .1 
will : 111 indulge myfelf with a< few airs of diftant 
flirtation at firft, and then treat him like a dog. 
I'll ufe him worfe than^STancy Howe ever did Mr. 
Hickman.*^— Pray, Sir, [to Ledger} did you ever 
read the Hiftory of Emilia ? 

Ledger. Not I, Mifs, not I: I have no time to 
thtak<4df fuch things, not I. I hardly ever read 
-any thing, except the Daily Advertifer, or the lift 
at Lloyd's; nor write neither, except it's my name 
now and then. I keep a dozen clerks, for nothing 
in the world elfe hut to write. 

Polly. A dozen clerks ? Prodigious ! 

Ledger. Ay, a dozen clerks. Bufinefs mud be 
done, Mifs! We have large returns, andthebal* 
lance muft be kept on the right fide, you know. 
In regard to laft year no w O ur returns from 

the 
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the &ft of January to the laft o£ December, fifty- 
nine, were to the amount of fixty thoufand pounds, 
ftcrling. We clear upon an average, at the rate 
of twelve per eent. Caft up the twelves in fixty 
thoufand, and you may make a pretty good guefe 
at/our net profits, 

Polly. Net profits ? 

Ledger. Ay, Mifs, net profits. Simeon and Ledger 
are names as well .known aSv any in the Alley, and 
good for as jnuch at the bottom of a piece of pa- 
per. But no matter for that: You mult know, 
that, I have) an: account to fettle with you, Mifs. 
You're on the debtor fide in: my books, I can tell 
you, Mifs. 

Polly. I in your debt, Mr, Ledger ! 

Ledger. Over head and. ears in my debt, Mifs! 

Polly. I hate to be in debt of all things: 
pray let me difcharge yon at once ; for I can'ten- 
4*re to be dunn'd. 

Ledger. Not fo faft, Mifs ! not fo faft. Right 
reckoning makes long friends. Suppofe now we 
fhould compound this matter, and ftrike a ballande 
ia favour of both parties. 

Polly. How d'ye mean, Mr. Ledger ? 

Ledger. Why then, in plain Englifb, Mife, I 
•love you j F1L marry you : My uncle Simeon and 

Mr. 
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Mr. Honcycombe have fettled the itiatter between 
them; I am fond of the match, and hope yod are 
the fame : There's the fum totak 

Polly. Is it poffible that I can ha ve any charms 
for Mr. Ledger ? * 

Ledger. Charms, Mifs? You are all ovtf charms* 
I like you $ I like your perfon, your family, your 
fortune ; I like you altogether ; the omniums 

E h, Mifs ! 1 like the ^ihniums, and don't 

care how large a premium I give for them. 

Polly. Lord, Sir! 

Ledger. Come, Mifs, let's both fet our hands to 
it} and fign and feal the agreement, without lofs of 
time, or hindrance of bufifcefs. 

Polly. Not fofaft, Sir, not fbfaft. Right reckoning 
makes long friends, you know. Mr. Ledger ! 

Ledger. Mifs! 

Polly. After fo explicit and polite a declaration 
on your part, you will expecl:, no doubt, fome 
fuitable returns on mine* 

Ledger. To be fure, Mifs, to be fure : ay, ay, 
let's examine the per contra. . .- - y , 

Polly. What you have (aid, Mr. Ledger, has, I 
take it for granted, been; very fincere,./ f 

Ledger. Very fincere, uppn ray credit, Mifs ! 

Polly. For my part then, I mull declare, how- 
ever unwillingly—— • ! 

m Ledger. 
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Ledger. Out with it, Mifs ! 

Polly. That the paflion I entertain for you is 
equally ftrong— — 

Ledger* Oh, hrave ! 

Polly. And that I do, with equal, or more fin- 
cerit y 

Ledger. Thanjc you, Mifs, thank you f 

Ptlfy. Hate and deteft f 

Ledger. How ! how ! 

Polly. Loath and abhor you ! » 

Ledger. What ! what ! 

Polly. Toiir fight is (hocking to me, your con- 
verfation odious, and your paflion contemptible. 

Ledger. Mighty well, Mifs ; mighty well ! 

Polly. You are a vile book of arithmetick, a 
table of pounds, fliillings, and pence ; you are 
uglier than a figure of eight, and more tirefome 
than the multiplication-table : There's the fum 
total. 

Ledger. Flefh and blood ! 

Polly. Don't talk to me ! get along ! or, if you 
don't leave the room, J will. 

Ledger. Very fine, very fine, Mifs ! Mr. Honey- 
coftibeihall know this. He'll bring you below 
par again, I warrant you. [Exit. 

Vol. IV. D Polly. 
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P^ ^h^h^j^thercLhfegocai Kb, ha, ha J 
I have out-topped tbem all ; Mifs-Ho^e, Narciffit, 
Clarinda, Polly Barnes, Sophy. Willis, and all of 
them* Mopftp^tlifim evextreatedan odious fellow 
with half fo much fpirit. This would make v an- 
excellent chaftterJa a,n£W.NQEel t But here cpmea 
papa ; in a violent paffion-, na doubt* No-matter: 
It will only furniih materials for the next chapter* 

Enter Hdneycorpbe^ , 

Honeyc. What is, the. ni^ng^ m^wfepolly, o/ 
this extraordinary behaviour ? ^p r wdaje > yo,u£reai£ ( 
Mr. Le4ger fo ill, and behave fo updutifuUy to 
your papa and mama ? you are,a fpQilt cfrjld j your 
mama and I have been top, fpnd of you ! But have 
a care, young f madam..! mend, your conduct ot 
you may be fure, we'll mc$e you. reppnt,pn!t. 

Polly. Lord, papa, how can you be fo ang^ 
with me ? I am as dutiful psjany;gjfl in^eworloX: 
But there's o al ways an uproar in the family abpu£ 
marrying the daughter, and nojw f pppr I.muft faffer, 

in my t^fi., 

Honeyi. Hark r ye^ Mifs ! \*rhft d}A,; a©f you. re- 
ceive Mr. Ledger as your loy f ex? 

Felly. Lover ! oh, dear papa^ he has no more of 

akxver' 


A, •»' »«» 


ii'i^et'dBfHit t^rti— te rfe^r-fo-'lVftcfl ai cart one 
krfguHhiSg loot towards txit; never oricie pteft^ 
nWlfcM tit ftrifck MiS breaft; or ; threw hurifelf ai 
toy feet* or— Lord, I read fuch a delightful decla- 
ration' ot'love* irf the new Novet this morning! 
tfrft', pSpa, Sir' George Trueman^- 
w /*&#£ tJfcVfl take Sit* e^drge Trueman ! There 
curfed Novels' have tarried the girl's h&idl Hterk? 
jfe," HuSyr f cduld^almbft 1 firicfm my heart to— I 
iayi K&% fcn<t : !»r. tt^aliuftatuf of your* 
$ti££ ari# niarftVs providing^ an# a&V th% thef 
pf^rc^pWrfi^'to di^ie^Pybit? 

i^Z$;*fJifi)6fe of nie ! fee there now! why,y6u 
nave no notion of thefe things, papa ! Your heaci'l 
ftffuft off trade and cbrnnierce, that you would 
dBpbfVd? ydiit daughter lS& a piecVoflliercnan: 
dfze. Biit rriy heart is my own property; and a£ 
ftOD'ooY* difpofal, hut : my own: Sure you would 
not'eonfigii mej liltt a bale of* fiifc, to Ledger ancf 
Gt>. EH, papa! 

Honey*. Her impudence amazes me. Hark yej 
HiitTyT you're an uridutiful fliit — — 

Polly. Not at all undiitifuT, papa ! But I hate 
Mr. Ledger % I can't endure the fight of Him. 

Honeye. This is beyond all patience. Hark ye, 

huffy, I'll 

D 2 Polly. 
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P*/#. Nay, mpre ; to tell you the whole truths 
my heart is devoted to another : I have an jnfupe- 
rable paffion for him y and nothing fhall (hake my 
affe&ion for my dear Mr. Scribble* 
. jflontrf. Mr. Scribble ! who's Mr. , Scribble I 
Hark ye, huffy! I'll turn you ou£ of doors! -I'll 
have you confin'd to your chamber ! Get out of my 
fight! I'll have ypu Jqck'd up this inftantfV 

Polly. Lock'd up ! I thought fo. Whenever a 
poor girl refufes fo .marry any horrid qreature, her 
parents provide for her, then (he's to be lock'4up 
x immediately. Pc*or Glarifla ! poor Sophy Weftern ! 
I am now going to be treated juft as you have been 
before me. 

t Honeyc. Thofe abominable books ! hark ye> 
hufly ! you fhall have no Novel to amufe you. Get 
along ; I fay ! no pen and ink to fcrawl letters^ 
Why don't you go ? rior no trufty companion* 
Get along ! I'll have you lock'd up this iriftant, 4 
and the key of your chamber (hall be in your 
mama's ^uftody ! 

Polly. Indeed, papa, you need not give my mama 
fo much trouble. I have 

Honeyc. Get along, I fay ! 

Polly. I have read of fuch. things as ladders of 

ropes 

Honeyc. 
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Honeyc. Out of my fight ! 
Polly. Or of efcaping out of the window, by 
tying the meets together—^— 


Honeyc. Hark ye, hufly 

Polly. Or of throwing otie's felf into the ftreet 
upon a featherbed— - - ' 

Honeyc. I'll turn you out of doQrs- 


Polly. Or of feeing catch'd in a geritleman's 


arms > 

T ' 


Honeyc. Zounds, Pll — 

Polly. Or of— ''■•'■■■ 

Honeyc. Will you be gone ? [Exe. both talking. 

Scene changes to Polly 9 s apartment. 

w 

Enter Scribble % difguifed in a livery. 

Scribble. So ! in this difguife miftrefs Nurfe has 
brought me hither, fafe and undifcover'd. Now 
for Mifs Polly ! here's her letter : A true pi&ure 
of her nonfenfical felf! u To my deareft Mr. 
"Scribble." [reading the direction.] And the feal 
two doves billing, with this motto : 

'? We two, 

** When we wooe, 

« Bill and cooe." 

Pretty! and a plain proof I fhaVt have much 

D 3 trouble 
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trouble with her. I'll ffyjlm fopfr ^rjc qp'j 5 £11 

at once, and then 4own upon ,gur parxowrbqnes, 
and afk pardon and bleff ing of papa ^nd rj^upa, 
Eji^fi/* witkqjft^ jHere fhe Pprnes. ' •• \ 

iftiwy*:. [«//***«/.] Get along, I fey 5 #£t?yWf 
own chamber, huffy! . ; <r 


T-r^ 


7- - i " 

Scribble. Oh, the devil! her father coming uj} 
with her ! what (hall I dgj Ifttnning abeut.~] Wh^re 
fhall I hide myfelf \ I (hall certainly -bp #fcQvered! 

J' 1 ? ffi?J U P £ h ? <#wcy. &?W4 S * fJ^ey ? r e jfift 
here ! ten to one the old cuff may not ftay with 
her: I'll pop into jfci^ clofc£. .[•£*'*« 

Enter Hon^y combe and Pilly* 

Honey c. Here, miftrefs Malapert ; ftay here, if 
you pleale, and chew the cud of disobedience and 
riirfcliief in private, 
: Polly. Very well, papa/! * ' 

Honeyc. Very well ? what, you ard fulky now ! 
Hark ye, huffy, you are a faucy minx, and 'tis no$ 
very well. I have a good mind to keep you upon 
tread and water this ; month. "•WtUftl— But 1*11 
fay no more ! I'll lock you up, aiid carry the key 
to'your mariiaV ftc^ltals© c^rq q£ yw* ::¥^ w ^l, 

: - have 
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iave *fr. SeSbble ? ketVfefc how ht can fc&tb 
you now. [Jhetting t &etfey.'] \Exit^kcKiigiHe r dlror. 

Polly alone. 

Polfy. Afrd fo I will have Kfr. Sdribblie too, do 
%ka't yoti e*», 6lcl Squaretobsl I bm provided with 
pen, ink, and paper, in fpite of their teefth. I re- 
member that Clariffa haA cikfottiftg drawer* made 
bo ftaltfak to ftfcttre ttatfe thinf9, \n cafe of an 
aecitfertt : I aal vei«f fctid 1 have had cautioh enough 
to provide myfclf ^vlth the farte ihi^leh^rits of 
intrigue, tW Hfcrith * little more fcigehuityi IndeeH, 
now they maife ft&rtdiflies, arid tei-chefts, and 
dr&fing-bttXts, in all forts of fhapes and figures $ 
JBut mine ire of my own invention, if fcfe I'Ve got 
feft etfedferit Irikihjbrri in ^y pmCufliifcn; arid a 
cafe of peM) Sh3 feme paper, ih my fan. [produces 
dtow.] I Witi ^vKte to Mr. Scribble immediately. 
I fliall certainly fee him eayes-ilrtfpping abbut our 
door the firft opportunity, and thfen I'll tdfs it to 
him out of the winded, \Sit$ down to Write, 

Scribble, putting bis head out of the door of the chfet. 

Scribble. A clear coaft, I Arid. The old codger's 

gone, and has lock'd mfc up with his daughter. So 

i*6ttch thfc better I^Ffletfcy foul ! tf hat is ihe about ? 

y P 4 writing f 
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writing? A letter to me, FU bet tea to one. Ell 
go and anfwer it m froprid perfona. . ;. 1 .£.■ 

[Comes forward, andjlands behind Polly > 
looking over her writing. 

Pitly. [writing.] " Me— in— yQur^Hurmq* 1 ' *~Let 
me fee; what Jiave I written? [reading J] ..-«* My 
"dearefe dear Mr. Scribble ? ? - 

Scribble. I thoughtfo! ; • y~ -■•': 

P^lly.-lrfading^} ,H J am;np\ywritieginthemo£t 
iC cruel confinement; Fly then* ebj fly'to me ofe 
u the wmgs of love, releafe me from this horrid 
" gao^ find imprifon me in your &rm$*" 

Scribble. Tfeat X wi}l with all my heart, 

{ -« [Embracing ber» 

?~-JjF#ty;>'Qh-{- [Streaming. 

Scribbles ©h,;the devil I why^dp you fcream fo? 
Iflwdl be-difcoyered, in fpite of fortune. 

' ~ [Running about. 

PoUy. Btefs me ! is it you ? Hufh t [running to 
ihtdoor.^ h&z'4 my father-coming upjftairs, I proteft. 

SfrMte. What the deuce (hall I dd I I'll riifc 
into the clofet again. 

Polly Ohi no! he'll fearchthe Clofet. Jump 
out of the window \ * , ? . -;■;-;: 

Scribble. I beg to be exctfs ? d» : - : 

i tPeilyi Lord ! ^herfeV rto time ; tefc^p^ !*«£<• | get 

under 


F 
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under Ac taUc! [ScribbU bides. ~] Lie.ftill. What 
(hall I fay? [Sks dcum by the tsbJt* 


ti j 1 


jB«/^r Honeycombe. 

Honeyc. How now, huffy,? whatVaU thbnpife? 

P*//)r. Sir ! . \Jfft8ing futfrizMi 

Honeyc. What made you fcream fo violently ? 

P*//y. Scream, papa? — , ; 

#««yt, - §^«a» v papa ? * Ay, -fcream, huffy ! 
What madfe ypu fcream# I fay? 

$*Uy. Lofrf, papa, I ^have nieger opened my Kp$ f 
but have been in apJiilofofihicalrefTtriccverfiace 
you left nje... . • , . ; J > • i 

Hpiuyc. I. am fure I thought Iheard — But, how 
iiowy huffy ? what's here ? Fens, ink, and paper ! 
Hark ye, huffy !. Jborar came you by thefef So,'fo! 
fine contrivances I {exatnining[tbtm.~\ -And a letter 
begun too: ^ Cruel confinement — twings of love 
« — your arms." [reading.'] Ah, you forward flut! 
Butlam gladl have difcovered this* I'll feize 
tbefe moveables, . So, fo! bow write, if you can* 
Nobody fhall CQme near you :rSen4 to him, if you 
can. Now, fee bow Mr. Scribble will get at you : 
Now I have you fafe, miftrefs I andnow-r-ha, ha \ 
— now you may make love t^rt be table. Hey-day ! 
what's -hgre. I. a.ma,n! [Seupg &nbikJ} l r £hem*r™ 

a noife 


it i. 
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her ever fo clofely, Mr. Scribble will have her, 
whether you will or no, you old cuff you 1 [Exit. 
Honeyc. An impudent dog ! FII have his iivery 
ftript over his ears for his infolence. As for you, 
my young miftrefs, Til bring down your high fpirit, 
I warrant you. There, ma'am, fit * there if you 
pleafe ! [forcing her into a chair.'] We'll fend you 
the Whole Duty of Man, or the Prattice of Piety, 
to read, or a chair, a fcreen, or a carpet, to work 
with your needle. We'll find you employment 5 
fome other books than Novels, and fome better 
company than Mr. Scribble's footman. Have done 
with your nonfenfe ; and learn to make a pudding, 
you impudent, idle young baggage 1 [Exit. 

Polly alone. 

Polly. An old fool ! [mocking him."] Well ! this is 
a curious adventure truly ! If I could but make my 
efcape now, after all, it would be admirable. I 
am fure Mr. Scribble would not go far from the 
houfe. Let me fee \ how can I manage it ? fup- 
pofe I force the lock, or take off the fcrews of it, 
or get the door off the hinges. I'll try. [going, 
Jlops."] Or, hold! I have a brighter thought than, 
any of them 5 I'll fet fire to the houfe, and fo be 
carried off, like ftolen goods, in the confufiotn A 

molt 
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mqft excellent contrivance ! I muft put it in prac- 
tice. \noife without J] Oh, de$tf, here's fomebody 
coming. \aftV unlocking the door, enter Nurfe.] 
Oh, Nurfe, is it. you? I anx heartily glad to fee 
you. I thought it had been papa, or mama. 

Nurfe. Ah, qhicken, I have taken care of your 
mama. Mr. Jioneycombe brought her the key in 
a parlous fury, with orders to let nobody go near 
you, except himfelf. But madam — I can't chufe 
but laugh-^madam had taken a glafs extraordinary 
of her cordial, and I have left her fait afleep in 
her own chamber. 

Polly. The luckieft thing in the world ! Now, 
my dear Nurfee, you may let your poor bird out 
of her cage. Away, away this inftant ! 

Nurfe. Softly, chicken, foftly ! You ruined all 
with Mr. Scribble, juft now, by making a noife, 
you know. 

Polly. Lord, Nurfee, I had no power of reflec- 
tion; I was quite frightened: I was as much fur- 
prifed as Sophy Wefterh when me faw Tom Jones 
in the looking-glafs. 

Nurfe. Hiith!; you fhall Ileal off immediately. 
Your papa is very bufy with Mr. Ledger. Mr. 
Scribble is waiting with a hackney-rchair but iri the 
next ftreet ; ybu may flip flily into it, and be con- 
vey'd to his lodging in a trice, chicken ! 

Polly. 


iV///. Arid t# (tew! tfeffdifc tfitfdfeif ait the w^ 
irffafelhcrys' and cry « Ify'ybu* lea*e; Sir 1 ! B^» 
« r your lea*e> jtfa*am'^ Efe ! atlhiiftitfle'! Cdtftey 
Niirfe^ .-riong'-tv-bS iff life hah*. 

Afa/fc- Staff lcr me gb before; tb fee that th««* 
is irebddy in the* ^ay; • Ooitffc gently ' down' ft airs; 
HI fettopto t*e<ddor, afid fchetiybu may gfe« to" 
hinvas faft* as ydu» ean. Ah± ythiW a tfaritota?* 
baggage! 

P^Uj; Wry vfcrit! comt* afongtheril" By yotit" 
"leave, Sir ! By your leave, ma'am*" Oh; rate**' 
This is the fineft adventure I ever had in Triy'life. 

lExtt, following the Nurfe. 

Scene chimgasW-Mrs. HoneyMtnbfs apartment! 

Mrs. Honey cambe alone \ fiver al phials on the table ^ 

with labels. 

Mr& Heneyi.liti® not at ali well to-day.* [y&wnsj 
asifjufi-W9kingi\ iStifch a ' quantity ; of tea- irir a* 
merfiitigjo mates- one quite nartfous 5 and Mf . 
Horieycombe does not chufe it qualified. I have : 
fuoh a difczineiS in riiy head, if abfolutely turn£ 
round with me. I dbn't thirtkndther that the 
hyfteriek water is warm enough for my ftomachv 
I muft fpfcak to Mr. Julep to ordef trie fomethrng' 1 
rather more 5 comfortable^ 

~Enitfi 


r 


£n/#r Nurfe. 

Nurf*. Did you call, ma'am ? 

Mrs. Heneyc. Qh, Nur% is it you? Nb,.rdidP 
not call. Where's Mr. Honeycombe ? 

Nurfei Bclfcw flairs in the parlour,. madam.— I 
did not think Ihe'd have wak'd fofoon: Ifftefhould 
mifs the key now, before I've an opportunity toci 
lay it doTW^T again ! \Afuk. 

Mrs. Honey c. What d*ye fay, Nurfe ? 

Nurfe. Sfcy> ma'am 1 ?— -Say ?-*-I fay, I hope 
you're a little better^ ma'am ! 

Mrs. Hmtjc, Oh^ Nurfe, I am perfectly giddy 
with my nerves, and fo Iow-fpirited ! 

Nurfe. Poor gentlewoman ! Suppofe I give you 
a fup out of the cafe of Italian cordials* ma'am, 
that was fent as a prefent from Mr. What-d'ye- 
call-himjinCrutched-Fryars ; the Italian merchant, 
with the long name. 

Mrs. Honey c. Filthy poifon ! don't mention it ! 
Faugh! I hate the very names of them* You 
know, Nurfe,! never touch any cordials, but what 
come from the apothecary's. What o'clock is it? 
Isn't it time to take my draught ? 

Nurfe* By my troth, I believe it is. Let me fee ; 
I believe this is it. [Tales up a phial, and flips 
the key upon the table.] " The ftomachick draught, 

"to 
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* 

fC to be taken an hour before dinner. For Mrs. 
* c Honeycombe." [reading the labeL~] ; Ay, this is 
it. — By my troth, I am glad I've 'got rid of the key 
again. [Afide. 

- Mrs. Honey c. Come then ! Pour it into a tea- 
cup, and give it me. I'm afraid I can't take it. It 
goes fadly againft me. 

Honeyc. [without, while Jhe is drinking.'] Run, 
John, run ! after them immediately ! Harry, do 
you run too ! Stick clofe to Mr. Ledger. Don't 
return without them, for your life ! 

. Nurfe.Good lack ! good lack ! they're difcovered 
as fure as the day. [Afide. 

, Mrs, Honeyc. Lord, Nurfe, what's the matter ? 
Nurfe. I don't know, by my troth. 

Enter Honey combe. 

'Mrs. Honeyc. Oh, my fweeting ! I am glad 'you 
are come. I was fo frighted about you. 

[Rifes, andfeems dijordered. 

Honeyc. Zounds, my dear 

Mrs. Honeyc. Oh, don't fwear, my deareft ! 

Honeyc. Zounds, it's enough to make a parfon 
fwear! You have let Polly efcape; fhe's run away 
with a fellow ! 

Mte* Honeyc. You perfectly aftoniih me, my 

dear! 
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jjfcar ! I can't poffiWy conccivcr-My poor head 
aches too to fuch a degree ! Where's the feey of 
her chamber ? \Seems disordered. 

iJurfe. Here, 'madam, here it is. 
. Honeyc. Zounds, I tell you-^— -« i 

. Mrs. Honeyc. Why, hece^s the key, my fweetf 
ing ! It's abfohitely impoffible— ?it has bin here 
ever fince you broughtit mc; not afoul has touch- 
ed itj have they, Nur(e? t . \Difordere4. 

Nurfe. Not a creature, I'll take my Bible oath 
on't. . ~; 

.tfw#e< I tell you, flie's gone; I'm fure on't: 
Mr. Ledger faw a ftrange footman put her into a 
chair, at the corner of tfre ftreet; and he and John, 
2nd a whole pofle> are gone in purfuit pf them* 

Mrs. Honeyc. This is t"he \ mod extraordinary 
circumftance— It's quite beyond my comprehen- 
fio#. But/ rny fweeting?muft not be angry with 
his own dear wife; it was not herfault. \Fondling. 

Honeyc. Nay, nay love* don't trifle now I - 

Mrs. Honeyc. I muft, I will-r 


"l t" 


Honeyc* Zounds j my dear, be quiet! IihaH have 
ray girl ruined for .even 

Ledger [without]* . This way«-**this way— *briAg 
them along ! ■•,.',. 

Honeyc. Hark I they are coming J Mr.jLedger 
has overtaken them ! they're here. 

Vol. IV. E Ledger^ 


I <£igpr Gwi*wrf|* UtnA Ski. WoocyfcWAc^fi^ 
this room : Come along ? < ^ 

brought them back again. Here they ^r^ m&Ufo! 
f /feoqift Hark ye, huffy i J bafeea gtf^iroad £i 
turn you out of doors again immediately* ¥«t 
afcr« disgrace to your famiiyw Yoifre * flrame 

#fr/. ffoneyc. Stay, my dear, don't you put ycnml 
feifinto fuch apaffion! Polly y ©bfexyt ^Imt f fay 
to you v let me know the whole cticumftancea of 
aria aftur t I <krft at ail unde*ftaM-~^TeiI me* 

JViwofjff. Zound^II have no patience. Hark ye, 
huffy ! Where were you going ? Teii me for cef* 
tain 'who *hii Allot* belongs to : Wtere does he 

ferc ? \vho is be ?-;< ■ i ; ■ :•-" ',v' 

P»///. Thati gentleman, % papa* that gemletfcari 
is no other than Mr. ScribWec >v r " - - f > ., 

iftftqra llblai lethbiM^Seribble? .- ■ -' 
. Sttibile* TJie^erymaH, Sii^atyo«rifeTOcet\An 
humble admirer of Mifs Honeycetnbe. 

Fetij. Yest papa, that's Mr. Scribble: The'lo- 
vereigjv o£ mf bcoft j the fifcle objt& of my a& 
fe£tions» .^us ^tb n,. ynx, a;, ^a^u U;x £w jk^t* 


fucey^^O HBTC ©If BCK17 k 
aiMrtiWtujx **lur caa k* tfte mcatyngtf *11 

Hontyc. Why, you beggarly flut ! thi^ is even 

wd^^f***^ yottAri i&y 

ft^Mtyptpf^^ n footmin? 

fitiip' A^tmanf Ha, h* t ha ! very-good ! ajrf 

fo, pap^ yt# rprty leliwhe is ^ibotman. . A 

jJWMkt .i4f foptaJ^it^'Wf jfapl AH errand* 
Voy ! 4 fboundrel feHow in livery! Yes, I am very 

xdMfaWkfr--#*pfy &®*'t yoft kgoir. .riia* every 
|cmiomw $%»ife* hfaifelf, in the.courfe jpf :, an 
aaieuW PeaVysm rpme»ber that, Bob Lqvelacq 
<U%qH^ hinifcjf $$ 311 old man? *nd T«?V%m4 
bl^ Ubp fcn old wiimatt?^ Nri IdventllC^cai* be Car- 
dial QJ*w#0#t it. ., : i-y ^:'v^-- ^ ! /i»i.« t 

i Hfimye* 1 jSittfc ctrU^nly >mad> < ftark mad ! Hark 
ye, Sir, who are you ? I'll have* yem icafc to the 
GwUfrtwr f ¥o# f^L gi ve an ipco^nt o£ yourffelf, 
j>efore my lord-mayor ! ^ .il/; ;a.j v;n?o ^- t g. 

SeribbU, Wbat care i: for mjt l6poUmayori i^ 
„ ijianqch Tiraei there's a fellow for you I Don't 
careformyJdn^awfarl ,!•,,,.■■„,* 

Sfffbbk. No v ' nor the whole eo^rt of aldermen. 
Hackrjre^okl gviiybeaifd, I am a gentleman} argpmfcfe 
as we|l known as any in the city. ■, vn iWi 

u E2 #fa. 
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r . ... * t « i 'T 

Afrx. Honey c. Upon my'word^ I believe fo. He 
feems a very proper gentleman-like— fort or a~-r 
kind of a^perlbri. ■" ° '^ <\ :l Jf --'*-' 

Ledger. As welf knowit 'if anf iH^he&tf? I 
dotft believe it j he's no good mail 't^S&'W* 
he's not knowii upon Change. ? " ^ **Vi\. 

Scribble. Damme, Sir, whai d'ye me&i ? ; '-•''" * 3: 

Ledger. Oho! Mr. Gentleman, is it' you? I 
thought I kiiew your voice ; ay, 1 and yburftce tbo. 
Pray, Sir, don't you live with Mr. Traverfe, ' the 
attorney, of Gracechurch-ftreet ? t)fd ftot'yorf 
come to me laft week about a policy of itifurance ? 

Scibble. Oh, the devil ! [JJideJ] I come to you, 
Sir ? I never faw your face before. [To Ledger. 

Nurfe. Good lack! he'll certainly be difcovered. 


;■■: Vh>>. 
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Honeyc. An attorney's clerk ! Hark ye, friend— 

Scribble. Egad, I'd belt fneak offtefore it's worfe. 
' " ' '[Going. 

Honeyc. Hark ye/ woman \ * [to IVurfe.'] I begin 
to fufpeft. — Have not I heard you fpealc of a kirif- 
man, clerk to Mr. Traverfe ? Stopliimf "" 

Scribble. Hands off, gentlemen ! Well then f I 
do go through a little bufinefs for Mr. Traverfe : 
What then ? What have you to fay to me now, 
ir? 

; Potty. 


FOL'LT HONEYCOMBED 53 

Scribble's part, p*ay do ! . . « V> *•/ 

j^d^r^ifrU - « , (phg ScriMe. 

Mrs. Hfoeyc* I underftaad no-\ , 
thing at a^»f v tKCm^t«r. ; . ^ 
i Honey c. Hark ye, woman I he's ypur nephew; 
£m f\pe pnfti;P:$yrn you out t>f 4oqra imme- 
diately v y W ftall be- , ■ ;■ 

^JSZ^M&JKSg nigqa my kne£$ that;. your honpur 
would forgave me: Im^nt^nQ harm, J3ea.Yen above 
frnQW^.:, .,; : r • . . \ ,■ ; • . ^Kneeling. 
- Hontftf No harm !, what* to marry my daughter 
to^WVfh*#fi|iyoU:CSrit tp Newgate] . And you* [# 
«P*fiW y*Hi'/orry baggage* dtye fee \tfhat you were 
abcNfc*?; Ypu:/w«fe rumjiiig f a*;ay with a beggar * 
with your Nurfefo qqjhew,' huffy J - 

< Pally. Lord, papa, what figiu%& whofe, nephew 
&S$? Hftl9^f be i*e'ei[the worfe for; that, ."JiVho 
JfftQWs b|4 he may be a foundling* anfl a gentle- 
man's foiiy a» well as Tom Jpnes i' ft My myid is re- 
t folved,'ancl^iofhing (hall ev$r alter \\. , 
,.„ Scribble. IJravp, Mifs Polly ! A fine generqus 
fpirit, faith,!: 

Honeyc. You're an impudent flut ! You're un- 
dcme! ♦> •-...•■-.:.. 

E 3 ^/rx. 
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s. HifUft. Vftf, bub? kpot yt ^ ftdly 1 Jtubd 
nte, cWld ! Ydn know thakJ**¥#*f * >t< v . w*v\ 

fr^iw *lifcdc in the nerwis way, JtW^n^rrnqpf. 
When (he cqfait* to herfctfi and Mh .|itift|fc 
draughts have taken a pf p or aflftft, 4faiM kfttbil* 
^ifteed f am in tfre-rigfetv • •', '••"• > ^\-S v .» f - 
Jfon&> ftrild jreiip ain|^mfcte*> Htekvye* 
Polly ■ • ; ' — ' •~ i \~\t\f l \'& c »t 

♦ toriktfa -Xfoctere wdtrHkl • - '. : 

iV^. Tou may depend on my cdnftftnef cfc&4 
afeaiotk »i am* rsad of any i*dyV gW&gr-up 
Ite *d*ci^ to fiibmif *> the akft^ <tf*&i^of iiet 

ip&ftoe ; W Jiavfe fw,! tt*agV *e -g* tkro^ «n 
many diftrfcflfe* as -Jfeatfc tad A&Ktia* ,» q 

"*JW}* Jlriftr y<^y»¥^^ow^im«ksC^ i^^^ 

HfWieoBUtkcy ev<sr im«f ine tk« I fc*Uddream 
of facha eifeafett*** fAgreat he-taonftc#! Jwouid 
in ibdn be witoa&tA to tbeSta8bnHlrfre Oitot. I 
tetcymi; you are as dcteitftrf aifiliffl, astride 
ar the Harfapres, and as agly as Do&of Stop. -A 

Ir^m^Miffbtywcll f Mi^9 ^gbtywellf * 
^-^b4 ^ 5 Scribblt* 


b$mM&&k<rtgiimH humour* high fun* faith ! 

Homy*. She's downright raving* mad as a Marefc 
harb i^fllqmt herlttto Aedbn ; FU fiend her ibto 
thjp iomro y yi riV fan^faw flmt up m a nunnery 4 

Met* Hvtiyt. Come, my fweeting, dotft mate 
your dear felf fo uneafy ; ddnfa 


M ' ¥* « 


-Hmfti ABJhmycmy Sit I lU&riUh.] Hark 
ye, ftripiin g « 

S t riUte lfoft nay, oldgeu tfcm aifr no bouncing; 
you're miftaken ip yo»r man, Sir ! 1 know what 

Kit aWBct* ---#.*--'.-, 

Hftof* Zo«tid«, Sir, an^ I know-^— 
^&***Mf ; Yes, Sir* and I know that #fe deft* 
rt<^ilg*ofltwryto k the tveiyt^&fth of the! lamp, 
ftbeft* a mottfh ago, 8w, I took lodgings in Mtft 
Polly's name a*dttim<* in the parift of St-George** 
in the fields} the bans have tetfiy a&cd three 
fcaitfc, 4ifd I cofcld ha*t married MifeBotly to*day. 
teswachifof thit ^ «td &r, Sir , ygur fe*tai*.**Bf 
^Oiroflfcr W<k«him<! r I frail faring niy a£H©n en 

the T^e for felfe imprifojmicn V of 

Middlcfex, and upon a »«* tfi inventus, if you ab- 

fcondj a Utit*t r then an <tf/i*x, a fiarii^ z nm 

•mittas, and fo on.— Or perhaps I may indi£k you 

«t thefeflipni, bring the affair by cfrUirari into 

' •-- - £ 4 bancum 


batmih ri%is 9 4t cafepaj if cateraj iaf iat eras*** Mad 
n^v^, ftop me at ycmi*>peril/ ' ' ^-. r;ii; orifjfirito 

founded at his hnjfofantis.'^iidiJti ypupfwrawcy 
[fe #A* Ntirfi.] Til have you committed tQ+M*w* 
gate; Fl l ■ ■ ir ' - «»» ']/••?' /■ :■■.>•*•> -/v, 4 wit.-^- 

2ST«r/2r. Mighty- wfeU* yo** hoooiirJ/fillctiWt- 
ment for atiaSl l^d***^ 
dbrgM about at this rate; but '^a» old frying^ 

Bai titoe oiie-, <^rea dcjg.an iU ^mp r and b^ng 
I Live and learn, as they ftjt ; -^fe. grow p}der 
and older every day ; fervice is no inheritance ,1% 
thefe ages; there are more places than pariih- 
ch*rchesr ; fo 1 you may do as you jjjeiife, your hor 
noiir l*-i-But 1 (hall look up my things, .give up a 
Month's wages, for warit of a month's warning, a^d 
go' my ways out of your houfe immediately* [j&r/f* 
' ~Honeyc. Why, you old beldam, Fll have yott 
carted ! You fliall be burnt for a witch ! But Fll 
put an end to this matter at once, Mr. Ledger, 
you fliall marry m^ daughter to-morrow morning. 

Ledger. Not I, indeed, my friend ! I give up 
my intereft in her. She'd make a terrible wifefrir 
a fober citizen. Who can anfwer for her beha- 
viour T I would not underwrite her for ninety per 
cent. "• v ' ; * :"'v : . • ! - ^ * - ; ' ' - lE*U. 

1 Honeyc. 


r 


•' JlwNyrw-Ste^hcre f-fee« there*} My girl **w*- 
dfcne^'her chara&er is rained- with^H^h«'#qiM* 
, PtefefcdHmn ; ^Aory-book»( What fhtfl tffe dorMfe* 
JJonerpwmbe? .#htt-fta&wfc'db'f' ^ »-. ^ : 
^^W>5i>-fiibrtJrA- Look 'ye, my clear,-: yotiVe been 
wrong in every particular^- 1 — ^^ r:: *_wi v ; ; <.*«->. 
Jiohqti Wtfdng? IJ wi<ang<?'v'» -<.,,i : ; »».,.. /vii 
J^ji f #ft^^Q^itewro»h^, ? my* Bear! J would 
aj^fcxpetfe you before company; my tendernefs, 
yoi* ftriow, k fo great ; but leafvc the whole affetr 
fkrme. You are too violent; go, my dear, go and: 
compete yourfelf, and I'll fet all matters to rights. 
[Gting, turns kaeiJ] Boir*t you da, any^ thing of 
yoirowfi head now> Triiftit alltome, nay dearl 
antt'Fttfettleitan fticharcuaiier, that you, and l g[ 
and all the world, ihall be aftoniihed and delighted, 
titbit. {Exit muttering* 

Honey combe alone. 

^ZJonjids^ I flia|l 5 ruri rpta4 with yex^tJo|i ! t V(zs 
cy$$ -v 8WP ?f° b e artily provoked! £, TW fee powj 
ggnttemqn, ^mngforviarAM ity audience.^] what 
a ..fcwtfoft I am in ! Inftead of bapDinefs and jol- 
lity, my fri$n,ds and family ab$ut me, a wedding 
and a dance, and every thiner ^s it fhpuld be, here 
*j$ I t left by myfelf, deferted by my intended fon- ' 
^ in-law, 


\ 
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in-lptir, bullied by an attorney'* clerk, affibntecfby 
my own fervant, my daughter mad, my wife in 
the vapours, and all iu coufufion. This comes of 
Cordials, and Novels ! Zounds, ybur ftomacbicks 
are the devil \ and a man might as well turn his 
daughter loofe hi Co vent-Garden, as truft the cuU 
tivation of her mind to 

A Circulating Liq&a**! 
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by Mifc Pope* 


Enter y is*Pif)tf 9 laughing ; a tooi in her band.. 

MY poor Papa's in woeful agitation — 
While I, die cauie, feel here {Striking her 

bofoni.] no palpitation* 
We girls of reading, and fuperior notions,. 
Who from the fountain-head drink love's fwegt 

potions, 
Pity our parents, when fnch paflioa blinds '-em : 
Owe Wart the good folks ra vo'o ne feever fflunds'tafc* 
Till theft dear books kifas'd their i oft ingredient^ 
Afham'd and fearful, I was all obedience. 
Theft tnj good father did not ftonn in vain, 
1 bl*&?d and cried, « F» ne'er do fo again :* 
But now no bugbears can my fpirit tame, 
Pve conquered fear-fattd almoft conquered fliame; 
So m&ch theft dear inftru&ors change and win us; 
Without their light we ne'er (hould know what's 

in us. 
.■*< • /Here 


E P I IS 6 G U E. 

Hue we at once'fupply our childifli want 
Nbvels are hotbeds for ybur forward plants: 
Not only fentiments refine the foul, 
But hence we learn to be the fmart and drole ; 
Each aukward circumftance for laughter ferves, 
From Nurfe's norifenfe to my mother's nerves: 
Though parents tell us, that our genius lies 
In mending linen *nd in making pies, 
I fet fuch formal precepts at defiance, 
That preach up prudence, neatnefs, and compliancy; ; 
Leap thefe old bounds, and boldly fet thfe pattern* 
To be a wit, philofopher, and flattern. , • 
Oh ! did all maids and wives my fpirk feel, 
We'd make this'tdpfy-turvy world to -reel:, c • 
Let us to arms ! — Our fathers, hufoands^dare; 
Novels will teach us all the art of wars . \.. ., , :' [ 
Our < tongues wiliiferve for trumpet and for dtf urn ? 
191 be your leaderr— General Honeycombe ! • 

Too long has human nature gone aftray, 
Daughters mould govern, parents mould obey : ^ 
Man mould fubmit, the moment that he weds, r 
And hearts of oak mould yield to wifer heads : 
I fee you fmile, b61d Britons ! but 'tis true- 
Beat you the French ; but let your wives beat 
you ! 

j •"« .-< o i Cf S v 
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fir/i afted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane^ 
on the 6th of March, 1762. 
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PROLOGUE 

v.f on 
PROLOGUES. 

Written by Mr. GarricK, 


Spoken by Mr. King. 

Andy 'egad, it will do for any other play, as well as 
s. Bates. 


AN old trite proverb let me quote ! 
— As is your cloth, fo cut your coat.- 
To fuit our Author, and his Farce, 
Short let me be ! for wit is fcarce. 
Nor would I (hew it, had I any ; 
The reafons why are ftrong and many. 
Should I have wit, the piece have none, 
A flafli in pan with empty gun, 
The piece is fure to be undone. 
A tavern with a gaudy fign, 
Whofe bufli is better than the wine, 
May cheat you once—Will that device, 
Neat as imported, cheat you twice ? 


Tis 


PROLOGUE. 

'Tit wron* to raife ^our expectations J 
Poets, be dull in dedications ! 
Dullnefs in thefe to wit prefer— — 
But there indeed you feldom err. 
In prologuesj-prefae^s, bfc flat \ ^ - 

A filver button fpoils your hat. 
A threadbare coat mjsht jQkes efcape, 
Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 
A cafe in point to this before ye, 
Allow me, pray, to tell a ftory ! 

Xo turn the penny, once, a wit 
Upon a curious faficy hit 2 
Hung out a board, on which he boafted 
Dinner for, TfiRZ^$y<rfy\ bpjrd an4 roafted \* 
The hungry read,, and in fch$y trip . 
With eager eye and fm^cking lip : 
" Here ! bring ttyi§ l?Qil?d and roafted, pray !" 
— Enter Potatoes, drefs'.d each wqy* ' 
All ftar'd and rofe^ the houfe forfook, 
And damn!4 tbe dinner, kick'd the cook 
My landlord found, poor Patrick Kelfy P . 
Tiere. was no joking with the belly. 

Thefe fa&s laid down, then thus I reafpn— 

* * 

Wit in a prologue's put of feafon. 
Yet ftill will you for jokes fit watching, 
Like Cock-lane folks for Fanny's Scratching, 
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And 
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Arid here my fimile's fo fit ! 

For Prologues are but Ghojls of wit ; 

Which mean to fhew their art and fkill 

And f cratch you to their author's will: 

In fliort,.for r'eafons great and finally 

Tis better to have none at all. 

Prologues and Ghojls , * " a paliry trade ! 

So let *em both at once be laid ! 

Say but the word, — ■'—give your commands. 

We'll tie our Prologue-monger's hands. 

Corifine thefe eulprits ! [holding up his bands] bind 

'em tight, 
&or Girls o,2Xif cratch % nor Fools can write* 


Vol. IV* P Dramatis 


Dramatis Persons 


Old Mask, 
Mask, 

Freeman, 

Rosin, 

Servant, 


Mr. fates* 
Mr. King* 
Mr. Packer* 
Mr. Fox. 
Mr. tVatkins* 


Sophy, 
Lady Scraps, 
Laundrefs, 


Mifs Pope. 
Mrs. Bennei. 
Mrs. Bradjhaw. 


The Trio fung by Mrs. Vincent, Mifs Young, and 

Mr. Champnes. 
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* MUSICAL LADYi 


Scene, Alajtfs chambers. 
: ",; n xi , .i tji Qloek Jbrikes eleven*: 

itrtier Majk in a flabby dijhabille, as coming from 

an inner room. 

: Majky as counting the hour. 

EI C? H T-^nine ten- — -eleven. Paft 
deven, ; by 1 the Temple dock, and no news 
of freeman yet ! And that old beldam of a laun- 
drefs ! I expe&ed -to have heard he* great nifty 
key turning in the lock two hours ago. To go to 
Sophy's in this trini is impoffible •, and it 1 break 
my appointment, I am out of her good graces for 
ever. [Knocking within*"] Hift ! hark ! fomebody 
at the door ! [Knocking within.'] A fneaking (ingle 
tap $ that can never be Freeman. A dun, ten to 

F 2 one ! 
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one ! Shall I anfwer I [KnAcking.] Again ! How 
(hould they find me out here? But perhaps it may 
be a meffage from Freeman : I'll try. [Going t<y the 
4oof f and ajfuming a feigned voice.] Who's there ? 

Laund. [withinJ] Me, your honour f 

Majk. Me, you old hag! {Letting her /«.] Where 
the duce ha?e you been all morning ?, Where's 
your key ? Why did not you let yourfeif in ? Have 
you called at Nando's? 

Laund. Yes, your honour. 

Majk. Any letters? 

Laund. Yes, Sir ; here's one, they fay, has lain 
in the bar thefe three days. [Giving a letter* 

Majk. Any meffage? or, has any body been 
there to enquire for me ? 

Laund. Oh, yes, your honour; a wGrld of folks, 
to enquire for you : There has been your taykrr, 
and linen-drape^, and fhoemaker, and the ftocking- 
man in Broad-court, and the milliner at the Temple* 
gate ; have all bee, n at the coffep-houfe to aft: after 
you. 

Majk. What have we here ? more plagues ? 

[Reading the letter. 
"Sir, Clifford's Inn. 

" Mr. William Rummer, mafter of the Mitre, 

" has defired me to acquaint you, that if the en- 

*'■•■■•-■- y ' ■■'■ ' - ' « c Idfed 
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* clofedT>tIi, amounting to fixty-three pounds, five 
" fliilHngs, and fixpence halfpenny, is not paid 
w within this week, he mult endeavour to recover 
f* it by courfo of law ; wherefore I hope you will 
,c take care to fatisfy his demands, in order to pre- 
?* vent, further trouble from 

\ " Your humble fervant, 
• "AntohtCapia3. w 

Well faid, matter Capias ! Sixty-three pounds, five 
(hillings, and -fixpence halfpenny 1 a pretty fum!— 
and if the odd halfpenny would purchafe the three 
kingdoms, I am not worth it. A couple of fcoun- 
drels, with their bills and their letters ! fo, fo ! 

[Tearing the bill and the letter. 
Are you fure there was no other meflage ? ne'er 
another letter left for me at the coffee-houfe } 

Launi. Very fure, your honour, 

Majk. Then my note was not carried to Mr. 
Freeman's, I am pofitive. 

Laund. Indeed it waS, Sir ! I am fartin^it was : 
For my hufband told me as how he had delivered 
it into the gentleman's French gentleman's own 
hand himfelf. 

Majk. Very ftrange, I ihould hear nothing of 
him ! Sure he would not negleft me. Was ever 
poor fellow in fuch a diftrefs'd fituation ? A woman 

F 3 of 



o£ fortune ready ftp, *Uft wtprtiy *wmr v anflrwithoiit 
money, cloaths, or clean liuen to pajiiher a VifibP 

Laund. Ah, Heaven b}efs your borieur ! if yc** 
bad but fp«ie of thofc broidery jclpath^aad $i$g»* 
and watches, and fwordp, and fine linen, that 'I 
have carried to the Three Blue fiaUs iaFetter-ibne) 
fpr your honour, jou^igbt'he drefefd out as fine 
as a lord, .tjiat ypij flight: And we had but a 
trifle, as a body may fay,! upfon them usijJte*. T 

JWtf/fc. Confound th£ BJije IJalls ,!. J ; would ftotofy 
xnyfelf now to raife ftve guiuea*. l^very^ thing ,i» 
at Hake, . , .,; ; ;:,.!• t 

Laund. Lacbo-flay npw> how unluckily matterfc 
fall out ! I have known the; time I could have con- 
trived to have lent you ever fq many doathsj an4 
curious linen of fome of my other mailers \ and to 
befure, there's his hoiyuir 'fquife What-d'ye-call-. 
hiru> the We^-Iudia gentlenaan, . hjw, appfwcjLof 
fine cloaths, all over gold and filver j b ; ut fchen aR 
his things, have bpen carried to yotupg toradam's 
lodgings in Hartj-ftreet, and he has T upt been neat 
chambers thefe tbrqe weeks. I have no other gen* 
tlerhan in town but 'fquire Mac Geptgs* and-ha 
has no handlpme cloaths,- except tfee,$o$t v^thfil-. 
yer button-holes, and he wears that everyday him* 
fe}f r As for my other mafter,, Mr. Ba|e£eld, poor 

gentleman, 
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gentleman, I don't reckon him ; for he has but one 
fliirt in the world of his own, ?nd that's marked 
W.'M. 

Majk. 'Sdeath, what luck I to forfeit my hopes, 
when I am within an ace of fuccefs ! to be the 
Fery next ticket to the ten thoufand pounds ! to 
fcrew her mufical iieart juft into right tune, and 
then to have the firings fnap under one's fingers 
for want of a little rofin ! What can I do ? 

[Loud knocking without* 
Ha ! here he is, I dare fay. Go to the door ; but 
if it is any body but Mr. Freeman, I am not a£ 
home, not in town; you know nothing of me, 
<Tye hear ? [Retiring, 

Laund. I warrant your honour. [Opens the door. 

Enter Freeman. 

Majk [coming forward^. Oh, lny dear Freeman! 
is it you ? I have been on thorns for fear you (liou}d 
not come. [Laundrefs retires into the inner chamber. 

Free. Come ? I have been in fearch of you this 
hour, and thought I fhould have been obliged to 
go back again without feeing you \ I have been 
into every nook and corner of the Temple, ran 
through twenty windings and turnings, and courts, 
and lanes, and blind alleys ; and then up as m^ny 

F4 flairs, 
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(lairs, as if J had been going to the top of th$ 
Monument. 

Majk. Why, I have changed the fcene a little 
fince I faw you lad, to be fure : Elegant chambers^ 
Freeman ! I have them ready furnifhed, you fee. 

Free. Won't the old gentleman be extremely 
furprized at the vaftprogrefs you've made in the 
lav? 

- • 

Majk. My father ! prodigiqufly furprized ; and 
I expedl him in town every day : But np matter j 
for, in all my diftrefs, Freeman, I am happy, and 
even fuccefsful* my affair with Sophy goes on 
fwimmingly. < 

Free. Pfha, is that all ? a Mufical Lady ! I would 
as foon take the Savoyard girl for a wife, with no 
other portion than her cymbaL 

Majk. Ay, but my miftrefs's lyre is ftrung with 
gold, you know ; thirty thoufand in her own dif- 
pofal J Befides, I dare fay this paflion fqr jrju/ick 
is but one of the irregular appetites of virginity : 
Yqu hardly ever .knew a lady fo devoted to her 
harpfichord,but (he fuffered it to go put of tuhe 
after matrimony. 

Free. This isVall mighty pretty in theory: But 
even fuppofing that you can fo eafily reconcile 
yourfelf to ill her airs and crotchets, J fee very 

little, 
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little profpeft of her being fo enamoured of 
you. 

Mqfk. To the very- brink of defperation and 
matrimony. 

Free. What ! marry you ? She never will, de* 
pend on it. 

Majk. Oh, you're miftaken; you have too high 
an opinion of her undemanding, and too mean a 
pne of mine. Sophy is like .one of her own inftrtw 
meruts : It requires fome fkill to manage her, I 
poafefs ; but I am a connoifleur \n thp art, and 
know every one of her flops. 

Fret. Her (tops? ha, ha! That would be a 
mighty pretty conceit, if you were to carry on your 
courtfhip in mufick. 

Majk. And why npt? Love, perhaps, may as 
well be fung as faid, and is hardly more ridiculous 
one way than the other; not to mention that it is 
the only way of fucceeding with Sophy. It is true> 
indeed, that notwithftanding her rage after the 
gamut, flie knows little v m ore of. mufick than I do; ' 
yet I am (b well convinced of the violence of h$f - 
attachment to every thing that is Mufical and Ita- 
lian, that I fhould hardly be furprized at her mar- 
riage with one of the Sopranos at the opera,- ~ 

free. Ay ; but, as I take it, Maijt, youiiatyg no . 

ppera 


94 THE MUSICAL LADY. 

opera talents. You can neither fing, play, nor 
talk Italian. 

Majk. No ; but I can admire a fine finger, and 
be in raptures at an air or a chorus \ and as for 
Italian, I have juft gleaned enough of the language 
to fprinkle my converfation with it, as readily a$ 
ttiatiy a fafhionable coxcomb, who has made the 
totir of Italy. 

Free. So your principal recommendations are 
tieceffity and the bon front \ ha, George ? Well, 
ftxccefe attend you ! 

Majk. I tell you, I am fure of her. I have made 
Ibme pretty^ intelligible overtures to her already, 
which have been received rtot unfavourably. I have 
played off the complete virtuofo upon her, and flic 
fuppofes me to be very lately returned from Rome. 
I have been thrown into raptures and mufical ex- 
tafies ; and cried out, bravo ! divino / and ancora f 
louder than herfelf. But that which, I plainly 
perceive, weighs moft with her is a ridiculous 
propofal I have made to carry her over to Italy 
direftly after our marriage: In fliort, I have 
pouched the principal ftring, the mafter key of 
her foul. Nay, fhe has even declared that I am a 
bell 9 cavaliero y and a perfon of infinite gujlo : What 
do you think of that, Freeman ? 

Free. 
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t -Fra. Why, I think the only thing yiau hare t» 
4o 5* to follow her up with fpirit* 

Ma/k. And fo I have ; nay, I have even gone 
fo far, a* to frighten her with the apprehenfions 
of lofing me. 

Free. A dreadfal fefttence I But how ? 

Majk. By a pretended match with a lady m the 
country, which, I have told her, my father is 
determined to force me into \ and that I expeft him 
in town every day jto conclude the bufinefs with 
his counfel. 

Freei Make hafte then, and conclude your owg 
bufinefs with her before he really arrives. Why 
idon?t you vifit her ? 

Majk. Vifit her ! So I have, again and again. 
I am honoured with her particular commands for 
this very morning \ and did not doubt of making 
this my laft vifit. But, fome fmall impediments, 
I was afraid, would have prevented my waiting on 
her. For-this week paft, my affairs have been, as 
you may perceive, in fome little confufion. I, yoij 
fee, am rather in difhabille. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha ! This is, altogether, as droll 
an amour, and as whimfical a piece of courtfhip, 
as ever I heard of. 

Ma/k, So much the better. The oddity of it 

charms 
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(harms me. I hate your Strephons and Chides, 
your fentimentaj lovers, fighing and languifliing 
for two years together. 

Fret* Well} but your commands for me ! Tell 
me in twq words, what is it you want ? 

Ma/k. In two wprds then-*-evety thing. 

Free. Pm glad on't. 

Majk. How fo ? 

Free. Becaufe every thing in. my power i$ en» 
tirely at your fervice. 

Majk. My beft Freeman ! 

Free. Come then ; away witR me this inftant, 
or you'll be too late : You (hall drefs for your part 
at my houfe, and fee now that you play it with 
fpirit. 

Majk. Never doubt it. Ten thoufand thanks, 
#iy dear Freeman ! Some other circumftances of 
this affair, as well as my conjugal plan, I'll acquaint 
you with j as we go along. Fll be with her in left; 
than )ialf an hour, and make love to fome tune, I 
warrant you. [Exeunt. 

JEnter Laundrefs, from the inner room y with a tape? 

and a bottle. 

Laund. Ah, the times are fadly changed /with 
my poor mafter here! I have known the day I 

could 
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could have carried things enow from chambers to 
keep my whole family. But now, if I was to take 
fo much as an end of candle, poor gentleman ! he 
muft go to bed in the dark. The only things I 
can find are thefe leavings of a quartern of Bohea, 
and the bottom of a bottle of Rum* Hard times 
for poor folks ! And yet, give him his due, he's a 
noble gentleman ; that I muft fay for him. When 
he has it, away it goes, and every body's the better 
for it. Ah, blefs him, he is the nobleft mafter I. 
ever had in my life. But thefe confounded gaming 
people cheat him of every thing. 

[Exit with the paper and bottle* 

Scene, a room in Sophy 9 s boufe. 

Enter Sophy, and Lady Scrape* 

Sophy. Oh, piano y my dear lady Scrape, piano t 
The opera is my darling amufement, it's true: I 
am infinitely concerned at their difcord ; but I 
can never think of endeavouring to bring Signor. 
Staccato and the dear Caprice to an accommoda- 
tion on fuch mean conditions. 

L. Scrape. Mean conditions! Surely, furely, 
Mifs Sophy, a falary of a thoufand pounds, with 
an agreement to provide her a houfe ready furnifhed, 
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to beep her a coach, and a^ French cook, and 4. 
Romiih chaplain into the bargain,' are nofuehdef* 
picable offers for one feafon's performance. And 
as to Signor Staccato, the terms propofed are ' 
, Sophy* Nothing: to what they have had abroad*, 
Are not they, the praife and admiration of ail 
Europe ? were not they loaded with prefents by ail 
the nobles at Venice, univerfally careffed at Naples,, 
entertained in the moft fumptuous manner by the 
prince of Witterriberg, taken under the immediate 
protection of the emprefs- at Vienna, admired at 
Paris, adored at Bruffels, and treated with the ut^ 
moft refpeft in every country but our own ? Oh^ 
the Goths and Vandals ! 

L. Scrape, Pardon me, Mifs Sophy ! thefe per- 
formers, I believe, have been no where better re- 
ceived, or met with more encouragement. Signor 
Ela, the director, my lord and lady Minum, myfelf, 
iriadam, and many other fubfcribers to the opera, 
think the conditions offered at leaft equal to their 
merit. 

Sophy. Oh, their merit is above all recompence^ 
They are a perfect treafure of tafte and vertuf Oh, : 
the dear Caprice ! fuch cadences ! fuch fojienutos ! 
and her graces, (hakes, flurs, and trilloes, ravifliing 
beyond expreflion ! And then, Signor Staccato's 

execution! 
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execution ! what enchanting tones ! what a noble 
forte! what a tender piano f and fuch amazing bar* 
pegiaturas! The very foul of harmony feems to 
breathe from the inftrument. 

L. Scrape. Their merit ought indeed to be very 
extraordinary, to come in the leaft degree of com*- 
parifon with their iiifolence. 

Sophy. Infolence ! your ladyfhip knows they are 
incapable of it. 

L> Scrape, I wifli I did, madam ! Has not the 
Caprice more than once affronted the whole town ? 
has not (he disappointed them in the groffeft man- 
ner, and refufed to fing even on the opera-nights? 

Sophy. Accident and indifpofition. Voiamanti^z. 
[Humming a tune with affecled indifference* 

L. Scrape. And has not Signor Staccato laid by 
the compofitions of the beft mailers for the fake 
of his own concertos ! 

Sophy. Raviflring tontertos ! 

L. Scrape. And has not he at laft thrown the* 
whole orcheftra into diforder and confufion ? 

Sophy. Refentment and great provocation ! Ztf— 
fa— la — la, &c. [Humming. 

I». Scrape. Nay, is it not notorious to the whole 

world, madam, that their infolence is owing merely 

to the great encouragement they have received, and 

that they depend entirely- — * 

Sophy. 


t 
j 


i 


Sophy \ Moderate! moderate, madam I your lady* 
% Ihip s abfolutely in alt. 

£. Scrape, In *//,* madam ? * * "» ' ' 

S*^Ay. Yes, in */f .--^Glycine leave to tell your* 
tip, that you have raifed your voice a fkil 
:ave higher nrice you canie into the room ; but 


iiayv we u have a, concert every opera-night j every 
opera-night, madam ! t 

L. Scrape. Mighty well, madam J/ 



Sophyi Which will cfemblirti" hi§ entertainme*^. 
and ruin his fubicnption* tf 

£. Scrape. Oh^youTmay £nd yDurfelf deceived* 
madam ! Signor Ela, and thofe of the nobility who 
intereft themfelves ' in thts^affair* aire not ^without 
refpurce*. "A foreign mihiffer's lady has lent over 
for hands and voices fuperiofr to your friends % 
madam ! Befid&S,' madam',' let' rtit tell y<5u, that 
Signora TreMetH is ^q^ej^cj pf bey cpj^lj y es *' 
madam, Signora.Tr^bletti i$ rgepveredofher jcoldj 
and we don't doubt of proyixUng a moft exqpifite 
opera, withpujt the au^ance of eitj^Signor Stac* 
cato or the Caprice ! [ExiU 

Sophy. Oh^ the Tramontane creature] But T F11 


Wot Fuficr her to difco&<*n<*k& harmony of my 



_ . . Enter Rojin. 

torn? tpttffvfral.fiecfi.af muficiJ^ ^ff\ } declare 
npw this little Venetian ballad-tune, which Mr. 
Maflf frafr brought oyer with him, is fet with an 
infinite deal of ytf:cj and there is a mod fprightly 
wxttavaganxa in the words he has adapted to it. 
Signer Rofini, pl^afe to take the inflrumcnt; I'll 
go over this air % and do you accompany me on 
Uie viotdi-jambo. 

' \ y S N 6. 

'-*•',» . ... , 

Love's a fweet and foft mufician. 

Who derives His (kill from thee. 
Plays on every difpofition, 

Strikes the foul on c;v*ry key* 

Deep defpair how thrums Adagio^ 
Lively hope now founds Corragio. 
Oh, the ravifhing tranfition ! 

'Tweedle dum and tweedle dee. 

Vol. IV. G Enter 
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nil ;«ifiiSAiT:/i^4t J 

Artf. Madam, the than is below with tfec Monitkn - 
Sophy. The what ? 

JSirv. I forgot the name, ma'am y hut it is a fett 
<^muflcaf gliffeV; &af j^tori^ok* h&irt&S 10 
' ;> &*fr< Oh, the AfntonicaL 1 tin tatifeed tx* 
hear it I BMthfc Mfchd eonre up/ Pobr feflowl 
And r d'ye he&f ? fell them m get&etj thing teadj^ 
for a concert ih the hall thfe iribmHig^'And,#je 
IrearM am at home to nohdrff i^M^ Miffc 1 
And hid them lay the giilttar'aitti* the^ota'amor 
oil the harpfichordf j 1 (hall tifafcfcuft oftheihfcoth^ 
[$xir Servant^ SignOrRofim t will yot* be fo gooifc 
as to look over the fpor^s,, and fee that^he inftru* 
ments are in tune, and every thing in order? I 
expeft a great virtuofo this morning, a complete 
judge of compofition, and a perfefifc nfeftcr of the 
antra punto. So, pray be careful f [E*tr RofenJ^ 
I am aftoirilhed Mr. Walk i& not come yet. Well, 
I fw$ari he's a charming creature $ -he j h^ts my 
unifon tq a miracle. If he did but fing, he would 
be a i»oft complete vjrtuofo. £&'«£*.] I proteft I an* 
qu&e in roice to-d*y.. [Sings-] I^ord, I wHh hswas 
here : I (hall ^bfolutelyr^vifli him!. [Exifjiriging, 
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;'" % . n * Mnh'r Sophy anJ fitafi. 

to 

? . $#£?* ' • i 

AT, now* I dm fure yoti ^attW i»el Ump 
ftile fo**uiy fciifcii ? hate I quite got rid of 
Hie horrid -Edgli(h*cadeikei 

A&^. Let rtie die, madam, if y&ttr whole eon* 
Verfatidn arid behaviddr do not make toe Fancy 
iftyfelf in* Italy: Signora Lorenza at Flbrencfc w*» 
*he very type of you;' 
- Sitphy. WeH, I fweat abw, you a?re atmoft the 
bnly creature brie meets with in this barbarous 
Country that has the leift tafte. Our travelling 
gentry either return from the tour of Europe as 
mere EngKlh bodrs as they went— John TrQt ftill 
-^of come torrid at beft mere French petit Mattris. 
But, as to Italy, not one of them, but Signor k 
Mafquali— Mafquali ! how very foft and prettily 
that founds now f you muft give me leave to call 
you Mafquali, inftead of plain Mafk— with a vile 

G 2 Englifli 
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Engliih Jt in it I Oli, fy ! k migtit as" Well hat* 
been an X; a perfon that has any ear can't en- 
dure it, 

- Mafk. Mafquali ! the mod fceautifut refinement 
in the world !,But, now I think of it, your name, 
madam, may admit of fome improvement too* 
Sophy is, to be fure, the prettied of EngUfti names} 
yet it is too near Molly,, and Betfy, and Bridget, 
<n4 Alice v to diftingiiifh you* What d\ej$ittk I 
would wifli to call you ? : u H 

Sapkjtr I lotjg to fricjw * what ? .\ . ^A J. 
<4f<#. 1 would pall yo^thfn^rl an? fureyou'D- 
like it — the Sophini, s v < :;> - 

< $#^ ^Tfe Sqphfni ! J a^m pkajfsd (with j£ p*CK 
^gip^^y,^ the^weeteft^^w/^/ t}re Sophini! JJu$ 

pray, ^igno^— |ar I wHLxall yp^Signof-j-wasi)c#i 
yo^ v cjiarmf d^^t ,th^ concerto laft week? Thfc Ca* 
price was amazing, anc^e^t beywd expreffion i» 
the fong of Fonti Amichf^ ... ; . K ., . {Singing* 

. Majk. The ftile of t^j^r,w$&excellent. The 
chromatico — I remember. , J?uts pjray now, tell me 
truly* {faking her tenderly, by fa hapd.] were there 
not fome ftrokesr of your.c^mppfitiqn in it ? I know 
all the vir<\iofi i confult v yo\^,o? l thefe occa&ons: I 
thought I could difceiCJV y°W. manner. Qqmey 
cpq^^^fufeit^^i^f.,.. ,,,,; .., J/i . ,, ; . 
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fopbf: Nay, now! "Hhaw f you know that I 
never— and ytXr-{Jmiting and languijbing.^~Y6k 
haft an infinite deal of tafte ; ydu have irideeiK I 
wasafwayfe reckoned remarkable for the chromatic*. 

{Conceitedly. 

* Majk. That air was raviftung. But you muft 

obfige me with it yourfelf. 

= Sophy. What ! after the OaprU* f not for tfc* 

world. - il - ^ w 

/ftySK I (hall die*, if you refufe me. ]Ttndirly. 

Sophy. Lard ! tow caiir yoii -be' fo trottblefoiixe i 
[languijhing.-] Stay! L^l^lu^la:\pttitnin^ Lord, 
Inn* boarfcl attr *< f m^c i ttibfif tdriible cold. 
Gate, begin! t'* '& «p^' Butf j>rty V carcftil 
&tb& temfyigm^ a** fit* itxpp*J* v * 

Avreleggitrei ' ;" ' > i - 
AAfmbrzinfo, ] ' >iJ ' V 
SuJJurahdo, 

Fiimidiu, ":'■* *-'* x - v.' : . 
Ctsfrg6dro, J l v; '^^"' :•" 

- tDurfagibifing, Mdfi&cWms^ 

S^Ay. And you really tJtttiWit^^Ri^iiy^ ' 
*H {Conceitedly. 


4-U il» 
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&/>^. Qh* yPH'rc too gpod tp me ! And yet-r? 
ba, ha I— And yet, I hope if U a little better tbajt 

.the hoprid jEnglifli ballad-fipging. 
* 4f<{/$< Englifli ballid-rfinging ! Ob, the ridiculous 
idea ! To hear a huge fellow, with a f&ugh horrible 
jroice, roaring o*t,/ f* Q the. rpaft^beef of old ling- 
** land/ 99 or a palerfaced chit of a girl, whep fame 
country neighbour afk* her in company, " Fray, 
V ma'am,, could you favour us witfi ff G*y %offf n 
9 No, Sir, not t^at* but another, if y$u pleafc V* 
and then. hcgixt6:fcfcaming, w If bvit a.fuutt 
& paj/kn^iqqzfting to t)ie arifieftt Britifh melody 
of the bagpipe, th« Welch harp, and the dulcimer. 

$&phy. Horrible L l?a, ha> ha ! hpfrible ! What a 
pi&ure of Englifh taftc ! Oh, the pepple here are 
all downright Goths I -> * ■ 

JW*#. Abfplute_fa*aigte$f An Epgjifh patch, a 
Spafc^ jiggi and an Irifli howl, are all their ideas 
of harmony; their voices are a fcale of difcord* 
Mufick ! oh, mufick flourishes no where but in 
Italy. J : w 

* Sophy. Oh, ravilhing 'Italy I IM give the world 
to be there S v ris, a, heaven upon eirth ! the land 
q£ gfijh 9t WftH and felic\ta ! 

- Majk. 
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, ' Jkfofi. <M*j tohtk WonW t^fte td hate &e Imp* 
jifiieYa of tJririfcdrtUtg *&4rfe{timftMe a treafure, as 
tbt 'Sophifil, t^ th^t tegioh <rf taftc T Suffer m^ to 
renew the fuit I have fo often urged to you ! Let 
me, nay you muft let iM, attend you thither. 
Sophy\ Slay, prithee ut>w 1 ILanguiftjing, 

- Jkfo/k. 'Such tdfte ! fuch Voice f fucfa execution ! 
Heavens, madam ! you would be the admiration 
of aft the Cwofctnti f Nay, thef a lady,* I makfe ho 
xloubt but you would receive honour* from the 
Academy della Crufca. 

Svphy. Lotd VI proteft npir, yon -put me- quite 
Into ^oofufion ! for Heaven's fake ■ ■ ■ 

- Afajb. Ohj fee me at your feet! take pity <*i 
.|be I upon yourfclf ! consider my rifltnrf lofing you, 
by that horrid country«»to&tch I ijoM you of I "Fty, 
oh r r let us fly from, tfiii Gothick country, atid take 
reiuge i« Italy ! send p&mit your MafquaH tout* 
i|«nd ybi* *$ your faithful df&iat 1 

8ofhy.%et me beg ? Sff^-^* ■"• 

Niajk* Take him for your hxwkteCforttify to 
fhew you the beauties of the plaic e < ■*■ * lt - 

Sophy, Pray now— — • l 

f Mdjk> Youi - Nomenclative^ to introduce you to 
\the virtud(irr— • ..--'* 


Sophy. How can you be fo^ 


G 4 Majk< 
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4^,{l&k*hini~-1t*oiA fe<*fc y<ror «ar *itJ^ 

4*rofpofo! f —}i$piuii* 

.$#&•< JfenA thi* is fo ferangcl tmfcityyj let *A$ 
ordfcrJRofiiH to get tfce band in order 1 y^u Have 
»<$ bad the,;rritifickk J promtfed^ytm this Aim- 
ing. '. ■• ■*■>••■ :•., . / ).- ; '! -...I. •■•!"•' : ;h 

Jde$*t 0h> if: am too impatieat fo dela^ ray 
fup/^icvhappiaefe on^ayconfiderafekHW We,xan 
ha#£ the mtifick afterwards*^ - > - ~< - •» ■; i . 

A^/t. Yes* my dear Sophlni, afterWards* < an9 
then, ybtr 'dtaotv, it mkf teive for z wbAdEig" ton^ 
cett ^,wc iwfty h^vt irby way oi*>c**art*x*ttimte+ 
W&afc tiff think 6frthat? * •>» : ' ^r t^j y? 
Srfby. A cotyprio na&ikfelfi Qh, heavens ! lam 
tranfportegd with the thought ! to hatetheifingjuW 
pleafure of celebiat^lhjt>ferriagc^l|aP^Vw, 
iriidfe ( iip f of ^flie^ chefefeftpi^w *ef my b^tl ^pm- 
pofiti^fe^Wfcaft^cdtoid^rii^ire ybu with fe divine 
/ arl^ftta^inatWh f tote *fery idea abfitfitely J ove*l 

.2W#k ;i lAWd?ybtf ^onfifet tb'frate me %ippy ? 
CoC^-^ri f> 4i*y foW is on tfci * tog f l let ^ ai^y - 


tWy^&te^ntl^ blwOo i. ,'i' ■>-i>q.i> <*■'->*'• i ^i -»^ i. 


... , t 
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AtytyicWfas* cm&ftMffiil^ after all, there 
neiwOb, ¥0M ^M^kiA <f*atitf?l HE wlfli I-ctniHi 
- Jd^ Ok,tte mufick of that found! Oh, rara^ 

Sofa But en condition that we go tdurc&l? ft 

Italy. . , - 

.,'. ^^ft- 1 J«^<**^y* J The ceremony may fc* 
perfpra*rti iChda^, thw hoo*, and we may leave 
.England to-morrow. Qh, with what pleafure do 
£$feaftgfeta,y:(Ute» and kave this barbarous couhw 
try, to attend /Af Sophini tt> Italy j 
% '. -if^ewcH^xiW^nglaiid! ^iberty ! HiutteS , iz 
:. .' itoly faf^ft Qiiaieei and marriage, Jot ***«*»/ : 

r . .. ^ : 

&*»* changes to the TmpU-TPalks. K 
;i : . • , UnUr : QldM«f^^ t ..., ^ ( ? v 
. fal^.-fio, fp, fQX|r^9^5h S? fied, iij|pc^ : . 
pn, fooled an4 ^ipb^^^s b§K*'jaih rn-ngrMJ^fl^ T 

about fpeeial arguments at Weftminfter, a#4 tyr*^ 
{at Q^hajl* anA W^^J^fif^'iW^^Teff^n^ 
. V$ Jbj? ja?gP» f f pin £U> wfjej| and Qpke: V, ^y, : 
life, I am in fuch a paffion, I could knqgfejffovtgi . 
; every, man I meet with fpr very anger ! 

Enter 


\rtJ*V* ^„ SMtftr Freem**. - 7 ' . ' . °. 
- Jfr^ EWefs ilcwl ie Mt thit'ol4 Mr. M*fc? Yopr 

4bmmt,SiH hfotfto welcome to town, VG--- -.. 

OidMaJk Oh, your fervantj Sir! fenr «i#* 
ktimble fervant f So your friend George is rtime v d t 
I fiiil $ George* Sir, your ol4 crony and fchook 
ieliow j George |fr undone. -' ■*'■-' ^ > 

Fru. Heaven forbid ! ■ r 

* QtdMtjk. What, you know nothing of the mat* 
ier^iiey^. You're q«* acquainted with, the pgank* 
hehas.playM? not you, t tobe furc! Herfchave been, 
rare doing* J -fine rtudie* at the Terftplel a ne^ir 
abridgment of the h^r\ j / .' . ; j €; i: 

Fru. So, all's out* 1 find, |^*JwJ-rPleafe t* 
explain. Sir ! Have you teen ydur ifcn ? Jiave yoi^ 
been at his chambers ? 

OMMaJk, Chambers ! chambers, d'ye sail them i 
Kennels, dog-holes ! J purchafed him a handfome 
fet of chambers in King's, Bench Walks, as handfomq 
as any in the Temple— ay, and furnilhed them 
as handfomely: But the' young man is removed, 
I find; and where? why i Into a bliricf'afiey*, a dark 
corner of the Inns of Court, up four pair erf flairs^ 
into a couple of vile (helving garrets, where J 
Sould fcarce fta^nid upright, l or find a ^chair to T fi{ 
&6wn, with a worte fmell than the county-gaol, 
and a beautiful prdfpedi into White-Friars', ' And 

then. 


$ ft t MtTfilC A t LAB*. *f* 


ibcn, bis ftudy ! A hundred artel fifty pounds' 

: ^^hW W-book| I gave him, lall netrip bound 

Jn white ciIP$ Hpn; gone ! Theduce a tawnboek 

lias lie in the world, but Li#ktcm*e iTeapwds m 

duodecimo, and the Game r lawa fewed in blue 

paper ; which, with en ooj#rohu»t pf Tfciftrarti 

Shandy, foi$e topfe. pamphlets and tye&a»f>«pei», 

jfcad fix or feres Halves of srapty bottles, make up 

the whole; &f bi$ library. An extravagant profligate ! 

Fru. Haii ha, hail fee, Sir, you hare taken ah 

i*a& inventory of his efb&s. But thfois nothing : 

Almoft every young fellow falls into diftfeffos oqe 

time or other \ an over-provident father makfes a 

' prodigal fon ; You kept him too bare of money ! 

you did, indeed, Sir ! . . ■ « 

Old Mujk* Money! did not I give him a pro* 
feffion ? did »Qt I put him to the lav } Qds»j»y r 
life ! the riches, that, By pains and application* he 
Blight have gbt by his profeflkm^^- 

Frae. His profefikm ! Jia, lja, ha* that?* income 
4>arablQ* Ht§ profeflion ! Ah, my dear Sir, the 
peofeffion and he will never be-a whJt the better for 
jeaeh other. The law is a nobje ffydy, it is true j 
followed 6y feveral teamed and worthy mtry- 


^i»i» 


Old Maji. A fure ipad |*> weajtk ajuj prefer 
ment. - ' ■ _ ' ' • 

Free. 
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j^rfe. "very true, Sir ; but your fon couWa* 
foon bring himf^ljf. to tak$ a purfe upon the rofcd, 

a* to JpllW tW roa4 to TicMi whkhyouhii 
chalked out for him. , » . ' v (. > (v- 

OldMaJk f Never tell me; I know that wHk 
hifc talents, he might have done what he pleafjed: 
George ha* liv(?ly part$.— An abandoned profli- 
gate^ t& ruin h^mfelf^^fiA wa* always a fmatt lad, 

%^^M^ J®**® m^Wc *r-^feal ? to thro# 
hiinielf away I— an^i w^htrhave got into praftkc 

and nigh .reputation, and made a fortune by hU* 

pfW N^er^^e jmy word£pr it! It is.nothii 
turn; not in tfye lcaft i^f^l^i ;4**nietwaUf , 

o Iffi ^t^ l y s M n M W4 jfHfpefil&ort, AiLwrely 
part*? £ ^ejpoj^pn I as jf, f te#a#fe ha can difliflH i 
guiih black from white, he (hpuld be aMeilocaii* i 
foqnd black and white yfjth ^cfi £th*r* i / «, % *\ . 

^^/J Tf He >bafffujf|ed ihinj^J^ M»MfiJi« 
an4 T1 p^tyagap9e tl £ij ^feaR' & pK^gefti A&.koJ 
loft! Had he (luck to his ftudje$,7afeAi4?fwuie^ al T 
figure at the bar, we, i^^glft h$v$ got IhiM a^fejf 
,in parliament 5 and then, of f -cpqrfe> la fiik gb\fcn^ 
and then, by degrees, the> /qllict|Qr^en/^likip\ 
^and then, the attorn^ytgengfjay&ijj % Und- thfei^ <% 
judge> or a chief juftice ; and then ! — *ods-my«Jife, 

he 


r6E MirsiCAt^ ^a^V n 

de might have been as. great a mam a$ my lord 
Gokehimfeif! t . u : - ,^7 .*W\ 

,*>#W*. 'Oh, rare * there'sthe true fegidlof every 
fcthetfi* thekihgdoitf rtheire'sftbt a couni^?amier^ 
who fends his fott a fervitor to v tKe liniycrftty. but 
Tdteat pfoitiifes himfclf the honour of lawn flee vea 
irifeli&mily. ■■ !X1 - 

OUMa/L Well, Vett, it ^oes*not fignify'taik- 
ii%! Rttievet acknowledge him as long as I live. 
Negi^*is fttriferf his goods feized ! dv^rliea< 


i r" i ■ ' 


and ears in debt ! 3 wretdH avagabontil apm- 
*gal! -..v- ■■ * -•■ ■■■•■ ■■'- < : ' ■.•• : --.-' ! '"-'■ _ 5 " ; ; 

J 5 ™*. Oh, moderate your anger 5 If he 15 in dik* 
t»fe, you'll relieve him ; if He has 1 any debis, you'll 
pty them $ and then afl's well again.' : " 

<OldMaJki Me! ; FH not advance a penny Tltt 
htw go togadli let' him ftarve F c ftJ r hever fee his 1 
face again,* ;•■■ ' -J " .-:■-•■'« ^'»»an' '•- 

. Free. You will, Hun-ftfe.'*"- * ; ;>fi *''""-';' ■'■""''" 
XXiMafli. Never j I'll dilWherlt limi^'i^b^t 
kavefchn a g*»c, Tfrdat Mm off vW»^ i ffiftn'ngT i ' 
He's >tuiqe*for even ' • ■ oj ji-n:.- a» b*H ! ;:ol 
jfrw. He'll wakehlfe fo*£Uhei ^ d ai ' 3 - , " u 3 r ' 
^^#JHe'*u«dohe.- i :j ^ ■• <™™-^<\ n! 
^i.Hri»*nde<for<W.' :*: ^ V - I; ' I < nt,;IJ f,,u 


t 

f*. 


I Ff&> x He'd ew*te<L - 

O/rf A/^f. Who ? what ? when ? tffeefe ? ho** ? 

iw.. He's married. T ; 

OUMqfk* Marrkd! to wriom? , 

Free. Tg ,i fcidy <tf f<?min* $ rfcft, ytfuftg* andt 
haiidfome; A girl ^ith thirty thoufaod Jn hard 
moneys Mr. Made. 

Old Majk. What! George? 

Free. Yes, George. . * , % ; 

Old Majk. George I married f whettiL , 

* /W#. Within this halfJioUr. ; rr , ^ 

Old Majk. To thirty thoufand? 

Free. And better* 

Old Majk. Indeed ! Well faid, Gedrgfe, i'faitn; 
lle's a fine boy; I knew he would do; he Wai 
always an arch rogue!. But how d'ye know?^ 

Free. I'm fufce bn*t; he difpatched one of ihy 
own fervants to me with the intelligence. My 
chariot carried therh to church*. 

Old Majk. Excellent! He's a fare felk>* ! Til 
leave him every farthing \ have in the world ; I'll 
fettle — But who is this hidy ? where d<5es flie live t 

Free. If you pleafe, Sir, Til conduct you to the' 
houfe. Perhaps we may arrive there before their 
return 5 and he Ihall prefent you with your fair* 
daughter-in-law as a peace-offeung* 

' OU 
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Tntt rut&SftGm* UAxxxt & 

OldMaJk. Come along then! Jt (hall go hard 
but PH dance at the young rogue's bedding ! Fit 
fettle five hundred a-year on the firft hoy. Did 
not I tell you he was a fihart lad, and would thrive 
In 'the World ? CW^mjtKfe* ftriphim ftark naked, 
and thrtlw Km Into ffie lea, h& w6iild*rife\tp again 
WithaiWord «d1>ag-wig! * -<"• \Exeunt*> 


»i 


Sum *6c*£<s tf a > hfiU at y £opb/s ; muficians, 
tnujic-jlan&s 9 6nd every thing prepared for- a 

totcert, . - }■■■;■/ 

Ro/tn. fcdrtie! are the fcores all right ? are ybtt 
all readjf in your parts ? 

* Singer. I'm afraid, we're not quite perfe£fc in thia 
Grange trio which Mr. Made has left with us; 
v JSiofin: Strange trio % d'ye call it? Let me fee! 

'"' r ' \keads the papeu 

And, alft>* nor, neither, \ 
. ' ' For, Jbecaufe, or, either $ 
1 But, that, though, therefore, .... 

If, yet, unlefs, wherefore* 


w% 


Very ptfetty words, and extremely muftqal. * Sup- 
fcofe yW rim. them oyer v you'll bare timV enough. 
Singer. With all my heart* 

' . ' The 


; • A 


rmuvrnvjitUAttfti 

Words iy &r. BuJbyV 

Muficbj Mr, BattijkilL _ ( . 

And, alfe, mayaeM^ ., > v> i, v 
For* b^caufe, or, either* , , ,. r j , .,. v A 
fiut, that, although thswtfoar^ ■ ; ov ; .j. 
If, yet, untefs, wherefote* 

Tnturir the tnd oftbtfiiigr tMet OU jUttyk **£ 

OW il/tf/fc. Ods-my-life, a very haftdfomdlioilllH 
What a magnificent fideboard of plate in thenar- 
lour we cam£ thro* ! . , 

Free* Oh! Sif # you'll find every thing agreeable- 
to your wiflie^ and the account I have given you* 

Old Majk. But i* {he (o mufical, d'ye fay?~ 

Free. Hift! they're here. Let us retire : a while! 

tenter Majk and Sophy; 
*8ophj. Di due belle dime amanti, Sea [titngin^i 
Free, [advancing.] How now* Mafk? May we 
.give you joy ? 1fWre married, I hope. * 

Majk. Ay, ay ; f aft enough, freeman. 
<$opby. Oh, yes j married in a filthy church with- 
out an organ in it f But, Ggnor Mafquali f d'ye 
Inow that gentleman? , 

[Sftin£ QUMaJhf muU advances. 

Majk. 


Majk. My fattier! Tllxajrrjriit through boldly, 
however. £^4?J~Yott fjfijp, jmydearj I told you 
he would be in town. [T% SophfJ}-*!T\i\$ is a plea- 
fure I had not flattered myfelf m the expe&ation 
©f. Give me leave* Sir* to^preferitytkt With this 
lady, whom I have juft noV had' the happinefs to 
make my wife and ytmr daughter. 5 ' ' * ' 

Old Ma/k. Madam, I gitfe you Jpy 1 ' ±n&* my fon 
^qy J*#id jayfslf x joyir^I Jtoy* ba*rd. jrf alt, ycftir 
pranks, George; and ifcyot* had hot overcome me 

^ayft tal^n t j[Qif fpupdl^ttf tpfe, litm^tfjl foyl // 

ti4&tffy ^Hiyt-^lP^ffil^^tOjfe foaiuch 
tg^d^m^aa)?* j I, have, a ctfKfrtf* $cacty* ypa/wUl 
be r^tfbe^ syijfc i^j ^lt|th0i^rs L 4te ^fXfayuvdwn 

i^l^VjQiu,^ *,| ..r??p : 'v;* '>! : H -ml ' 
O/i ^M7/J. A: covert ! .With fubmiffion, ma'am, 

parther, and 1^ c^ov^ 
right-hand afid left., till fix in the mornino. %/Ton 
de roll, de roll! . 4 ' . [Singing a dance-tune. 
Sobby* ph. v monilrpu8! vi Signor Mafquali, d'ye 
hfear ? Is h poffible ffiis'can be a* father of your's^ 
♦ and have fo little gfiftp^ . •-> 
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Old Majk. His father ? Yes, ma'am, and youii 
find Jiim his father's owrt fon, I believe ; a chip 
Of the old blodk, I promife you ! 
-Sophy. Oh ! he's the very abftra<9t of vertit. 

Old Majk. Yes, yes % George has virtue enough 
I ot thai matter; 

Sophy. Vertiy gujlo, mufieal tafte, Sir! 

Old Majk. Whit ! Georg* ? 

Sophy. A complete tonojeentii 

Old Majk. My fon? 

-&p/y. A molt excellent judge of ftile and coi& 
pofition. '".'■-' 

Old Majk. He? 

Sophy. And a perfoii of the niceft ear in the 
world. 

Old Majk. Oh, dear! oh, dear!. oh, dear! Wliat, 
has the young rogue made you believe thgt he uri- 
derftands mufick ? 

Sophy, Oh, Sir ! I am not eafily deceived irt 
thofe particulars. [Conceitedly. 

Old Majk. A fly dog ! He was always an arch 
rogue! ha, ha, ha, ha! Why, this is all a bam, 
madam. • - . 

Sophy. A bam, Sir ? What d'ye mean ? ; 

Old Majk. The young rogue has play'd on Ua 
both,, ing'am. Tafte ! He knows no more of 

vert*, 
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wr**, a* you call it, than, I find, he does of the 
later.- , A fly dog ! Mufick ! he ! Why, he has no 
notion of a tune beyond De fry-down, or the 
Hundredth Pfalm. As to Tinging, he has no more 
ingfical notes in his voice than a cucfaow;>ahd 
the ear is, I believe, the laft part of tHe human 
frame by which he would chufc to be difttn- 
gutfhed. . • i 

Sophy. Nay, now, Si*, yo» cairy your raillery 
too far: I .am too well acquainted with his 
accomplifhmentsu Don't. I know that he mix'd 
with afl the virtuosi in Italy? Does not he abomi* 
hate filthy Eriglifli, and idolize dear Italian ? And 
is not he juft returned from fceing the dbjeft of 
publick admiration at Home ? 

OUMaJk. Rome ! George been at Rome ! What, 
Has lie perfuaded you into that too ? Ha, ha, ha, 
ha ! An areh dog ! [Laughing heartily.] Why, 
ma'am, he rieVer was out of England in his life. 
He knows no more of Rome, than the Pope does 
of my.feat in Wilrfhirek 

Sophy, flow! 

OldMaJk. And as to Italian, he is not acquainted 
With twenty words of the Iangintgin 

Sophy* Impoifible* ,ai 

Old Mafk+ 1 tell you* ma'am, again and again j 

H 2 it's 
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it's -all a bam upon you: George is an arch rogue, 
and has been too hard for us both. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
» [Majk winks and makes Jigns to him. 

Ah ! what fignifies your winking and nodding to 
mt ? Isn't it all true, firrah ? 

Sophy. And do you confefs this charge, Sir ? 

[To Majk. 

Majk. Guilty, upon my honour ! Before mar- 
riage, as I faw it pleas'd you, I was content to 
feem an Italian 5 but now, my love, you fhall find 
me a true Briton, I promife you. 

Old Majks Look ye there ! did not I tell you fo? 
Ha, ha, ha ! 

' Sophy. Nay,, now, Sir, I fee you are in jeft; for 
Pm convinced that fignor Aiafquali—- 
i Majk. Mafquali ! Malk, Maflc is my name, thy 
dear ! and your name too, thanks to the parfon. 
; Sophy ^ JNf affk ! I fhall never bear to be call'dMafk 
t~N$$. Mafk ! fuch an unmufical appellation ! I 
fhall never enditfe it ! 

Majk. Yes, yes, you will endure it very well j 

-Hi 

-land a.great deialmpre too, I warrant you. 
I* Sophy. Why,' furely, fignor 

\ *&TaJl\ Signor ! Fm no fignor ; Mr. Mafk-;— or, 
iif y$\k rplj^fe, George. Mafk-r-an Englifh gontle- 

man, worth twenty marquifes from France or 

counts from Italv. 

Old 
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Old Majk. Ods-my-life, he'll fret her guts to 
£ddle-ftring6. 

Sophy. And you are really no virtuofo ? not % 
perfon of gtifto f 

Majk. In nothing, n*a ? am> but in my paffien 
for you, 

Sophy. Aftonifliing !— I fhall ftill have one con- 
ization however, and that a great one ; I fhall 
have the pleafurc of forming your tafte myfclf > 
and, as a good lefibn, I'll have the tanctrto petv 
formed immediately* Where are all my people ? 
Here, Rofini 1 Caprice ! Strapelli! SqueeJthlli I 

[Calling thefingtfu 

Old Majk. Ods-my-life, the whole kennel j 
Silver and Trueman ! Sweetlips and Dido ! \ 

Sophy. Ah, Tramontdnil what horrible difebrd! 
Nothing but the performance of my concerto 


»■ ■ ii 


Majk. Come, come, my dear Sophy, we'll have 
no concerto^ nothing Italian ; we'll celebrate eur 
nuptials after the old Englifh fafltion, " 

Sophy. What! 

Majk. Fll give away five guineas to the bcU- 
ringers 

Sophy. Horrible ! 

Majk. Ail the fervants fliall gp roaring drunk 
to be d ■■■ 

Sophy. Monftrous I 

H 3 Majk. 
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-M7/?. And tomorrow-morning, my love> you 
Ihall be roufed with the drums, and the true BriU 
tHh ferenade of marrow-bones and cleavers. 
' Sophy/ Barbarous, and horrible! Is this the 
affettntfo Mafqualif is this the tender fpofo? 

Ma/k. Englifli! my dear Sophy, fpeajc Englifh* 
for Heaven's fake! I can conveffe in no pt&ef 
lan^uajre. 

Sepby.'How am I deceived and impofed on J 
And don't you intend to carry me to Italy ? 

Majk. To Italy ! ridiculous f No, no, my lovei 
we'll ftay here in the comfortable enjoyment df 
beef, liberty, and Old England. 

Sophy. Difappomtxd in every thing! deluded! 
cajoled! coaxed! wheedlfed into a marriage with 
a horrid Engfifli 

Ma/k. Have a care, Sophy ! no hard words ttx 
your lord and hufband-! 

Sophy. Hufband ! I {hall faint at the found. 

Free., Have patience, madam! and reconcile 
yourfelf to your fituation ! To be laugh'd out of 
•one's follies, is the beft and moft agreeable me- 
thod of being cured of them. 

Old Majk. Ods-rriy-life, daughter — Itave a right 
to call you daughter how — Down on your knees, 
and thank Heaven f hat you have had fuch an 
cfcape ! Why, it was a thoufah&ffttfhe bttV%hat _ 

■'•\ ■ '> - ' \. S\ y OU 


y#a fcad married a fidler: You' have met with 
one of the archeft young rogues in the world; 
TO anfwer for it, that his fortune (hall be little in- 
ferior to your own ; and I warrant that Jie will 
inake the befit of huibands. 

Sifby. Beit oft huibands, indeed ! and deny me 
the enjojunent of mufick and verti! 

Majk. That, my deareft Sophy, IhalLbe alfchoft 
the only thing I will d£ay you. And you will* 
thank tot hereafter for oppofing a foible, which 
eclipfed your good fenfe, and ferved only to make- 
joy, rjdiculous. Nay mpre, to convince ypu that 
| can endure the found of an, inftrument, do but 
defer your concert till the evening, you (hall invite 
what company you pleafe, and my father may be 
indulged, with his country-dance afterwards into- 
the bargain. 

OldMaJk. Afterwards ? We'll have a dance ndw! 
Away with your mufickr ft ana's and big-bellied bafs- 
viqIs, and let the fiddle? ftrike up here, and call 
in your fingers to go dqwn the dance w^bi US. 

Mpjk. With all my beart, §ut I haye more 
wonders for you. ^ (< , ,. 

St$fy. What 4! yqmezni - - - 

iJXo Rofw t wfyo advances. 

H 4 Majh. 
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Ma/A Signof ! don't figrfor me, puppy. Sophy,' 
do you know this gentleman ? 

Sophy. Nob6dy better; it is fignor Rofini. 

Majk* See now, howeafyit'istoimpafeonyou; 
He is as great a cheat as myfelf. This is no figndr* 
Rofini, but honeft Jack Rofin, from Gomus his 
court 5 one of the Choice Spirits, the chjjpf leader j ^ 
in all my concertos ; and by my dife&ion he crept 
into your pay as fignor Rofini* 

Sophy. Indeed ? I muft fairly own that this laft cir-? 
cumftance mortifies me, and makes me more* 
afhamed of my mufical attachment than all 'the: 
reft. To be duped by Mr. Rofin, is too palpable- 
a weaknefs not to be repented! ' But now, Sir, if I* 
confent to lower, my note, (to make ufe of a mufical 
phrafe once more) may I not hope that you will 
lower your note too ? 

M&Jk. In every particular that does not hurt 
your fortune, or injure your chara&er, you ihaH*- 
find me the tepdereft and moft- compliant of/ 
hu^ndg. , And now, Sophy, do but chearfully 1 
refign this one foible, we fhall be the happieft 
counJe f iri Qre^t Britain. An4 though there ha* r 1 + 
been fome little difcord between us at firft, we fliall 
agree fgffffhf?. htywP £?■ wfl| r as bafjs, ai^td- trebk, Tvj 
And give^ft^^p^ A 

fteajl ;?f Signor MasQjjali, you have got honeft 
George Mask. epilogue, 
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Spoken by Mifs Po pp. 

D IE u for ever, mufict and vertuf 
Dear Tafte — fince England is my lot— adieu I 
In fpite of fafhion, Nature will prevail: 
I cannot argue, but will tell a tale. 

Once on a time the birds, whofe fole delight 
Was harmony, had concerts ev'ry night. 
Sweet, as Italians, were the tuneful race, , 
With nature's foftenuto, trill, and grace. 

Soon as the beajls this airy mufick knew, % 
The Lion cried, " We'll have a concert too. 
S€ Come, ye fweet warblers of the four-foot race ! * 
« Fll fing the tenor j brother Bear, the bafs. 

?' Come then !" He roar'd, and of his voice made 

■ * ■ - 

trial, ^ 

And grinn'd like the grim head of a bafs- viol. 
Puppies and Colts in treble yelp and neigh ; '~ ] 

Goats {hake and flur y in alt loud Afles bray : 
Wolves, Bulls, Sheep, Hogs, and Dogs, in ft rains 

fonorous, 
Howl, roar, bleat, grunt, and bark — oh, charmittg 

chorus ! 
Mufician Cats the bagpipes fquee^e % the Ape, 
A fidler fmart, the cat*-gut learns to fcra^e : 1 : 
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HigbHTalaried foreigners' from* airy dime, 
T?he Cuckow fung firft voice} the Owl beat time : 
The Bat— foftraftge, no certain fpeciesknowfeher— • 
Half-bird, half-beaft— like half-men^-was com* 
"* pofer. 
'f Iteav'ns !'• cried the brutes, u bow much osir 

tafte's increas'd ! \ 

u Mufick has charms to (both a favage beafl f* 
Hey ! fays the Fox, here's mufick ! ceafe your 

fqualling, ' ,., 
Tour howling, yelping, braying, catterwauling ! 
Shut up your ugly jaws f ye'll fly as fbon 
As bring thofe frightful voices into tune. 
Each beaft alham'di flops fliort, and difappears * 
Dogs drop their tails, and Affes hang their ears* 

Now for the moral ! Ye, that love to roam 
T*or tafte abroad, learn common-fenfe at home ! 
For arts and arms a Briton is the thing \ 
John Bull was made to roar— but not\ofing% 
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Firfi afiei at the peatre-Rojal in Drury-Lw, on 
the j\tb of November^ itfi* 


adver. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

* 

WHOEVER fcas read the vei«y entertaining 
colleftion of Moral Tales, lately publiflied 
by M. Marmontel, will immediately difcover, that 
the firft hint of this little piece was taken from the 
epifode of Lindor, in the Sprupule 5 and the ridi- 
culous conceit of being beloved for one's ownfafo y 
for onis f elf alone > is alfo admirably expofed in the 
firft of thofe tales, galled Alcibjade, ou y leMou 
That part of the fable which relates to Made- 
moifelle Florival, is taken, with fome alteration, 
from a ftory originally publiflied in one of the 
numbers of the Britifh Magazine, and faid to be 
founded on fa£t. 

After thefe acknowledgments, nothing further 
remains but' td return thanks to the publick for the 
very favourable reception they have given to this lit- 
tle piecej and to the performers for their great care 
v and uncommoh excellence in the reprefentation. 
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PROLOGUE. 


PRO L O G U E. 


TT*HE Deuce is in him! What the. deuce 

(I hear you cry) can that produce ? 
What does it mean ? What can it be ? * 


\ 


A little patience — and you'll fee. f 

Behold, to keep your minds uncertain, ^ ■ '„ 
Between the fcene and you this curtain ! . 
So writers hide their plots, no doubt, 
To pleafe the more, when all comes out> 
Of old the Prologue told the ftory, -j 
And laid the whole affair before ysc '? , 
Came forth in fimple phrafe to fay, 
u Tore the beginning of this play *, 
c< I, haplefs Polydore, was found 
f< By fifliermen, or others, drown'd ! 
"Or — I, a gentleman, did wed 
€t The lady I would never bed, 
tl Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, , 
u Who's coming hither-*-to draw waiter*'* ( . x > 
Thus gave at pnee the bards of Greece } .,. r 
The cream and marrow of the piece 5 - * 

* The lines marked with turned commas, are taken from a poem 
called Shakefpeare, an EpiftU to Mr. Garrick. See Lloyd's Poems, 

*• 57* 

Afking 


PROLOGUE; 

Afking ho trouble of your own 

To (kirn the milk, or crack the bone* 

The poets riow take diff'rent ways : 
Pert let them find it cut for Bay a ! 
And Tragedy as well might fwagger 
Without blank Terfe, or bowl, or dagger,' 
As Farce attempt the arduous ta& 
To walk abroad without her mafk. 

A P6et| a3 oHee Poets us'd; 
To poverty was quite reduc'd : 
No boy on errands to be fent, 
On his Own meflages he went : 
And once, with confcious pride and £hamej 
As from the chandler's fhop be came, 
Under his thread-bare cloak, poor foul ! 
He coverM- — half a peck of coal. 
A wag (his friend) began to fmoke, 
—George \ tell us^ what's beneath your cloak ? 
Tell you ! it were as well to fhew~- 
I hide it — »that you fhould not know. 

Yet Farce and Title, one to t'other 
Shou'd feem, like So/ias, a twin-brother. 
Prologues, like Andrews at a fair, 
To draw you in, fhould make you flare. . 
c< The notified ! the only booth ! — walk in ! 
« Gem'min, in here !— juft going to begin f" 
* ' a. : ~ ' And 
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And if our Author don't produce 
Some chara£te£ that ^/^i the Muce j 
If there's no frolick, fenfe, nor whim, 
Retort ! and play the dev*l with him-! 
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Colonel Tamper, - ' Mr. O'Brien. 

Major Bel for 0, Mr. Packer. 

Prattle, Mr. King. 

Servant, Mr? Strange. 


Emily, Mifs Pope. 

Bell, Mrs. Hopkins. 

Mademotfelle Florival, Mifs Plynu > 
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Scene, d roam in Emily's bouft. 

m 

Enter Emily, with a htitr open in ber band^-and 
Mtukmoifclk Florivaly in maris cbdtbs. 

Emily. 

BE aflured that I will do every thirig in my 
power to ferveyou,* my brother knew that 
he might command my fervice.— Be comforted, 
I befeech you, madam. 

Flor. Tou cannot wonder, madam, that t fhould 
be (hocked, extremely fhocked, at the cruel ne- 
ceffity of appearing before you in fo indelicate a 
difguife. 

Emily. Indeed ytiu need not : There is fome* 

thing in your manner which convinces me, that 

-every aftion of your life carries its apology along 

a * Vol. IV. I with 
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#itfc rtl though I will not venture to enquire into 
fire particulars of you¥ ftory, *till your ih&id it 
&tore a* eafe^ ~"- 

Fltr. Alas, madam, it is my intereflt to make 
you acquainted with my (lory. I am the daugh- 
ter of Morifietri* Tlorival, a French phyfician, in* 
the iflartd of Belleifle.^-An Engfifh officer, who 
had been cfefperatefy wounded, was, after the capi-* 
tulation, for the lake of due attendance, taken into 
my fathers houfe, and as I, in the very early part of 
my life, had refided in England, he took fome 
£!eafare in my convtrfatton : Iti a word, he won 
my affe&tons, and alked me of ray father in mar- 
riage ; out hie, alas ! too much influenced by the 
harrow prejudices fo common between the two 
nations, fotbacl the officer his houfe ; but not be- 
fore we Wert, by the intfrY fofemn fengagehiehf&i 
feefetty ttfmtra&cd to each dtheK 
Emily. May I aflc the offifcerV nante t 
fttfr. fcxcufe me, madam ! 'Tffl I lee or Jiear 
Tf6m nim cHtee mtae, my priiderifce, taftfry, S# 
feall it what you will, wiH fcarce fuKr me to men* 
tion it. Ifotir brother, indeed, is acquainted 

with-*— 

^ . 

Emily. I beg Jrour pardon.*^ hope, hotfeVerV 

you have rio rc*i*n (or think yotf fTeff tfcgle&ed of 

forgotten ? ' 

filer* 
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*Fler. Oh, no I fa* fioni it. He w$« feoji f$> 
fcalfoi by qrd4ri from £rigla&d} and on n^^hqfji 
j^refiing me to corifent to another match^ #^ 
pgflVoiVr-I Wufli to own jt^ranfported me fo; ht, 
as t£ dep^ abnip'tly from Belleifle. I came over 
ip an Eugljfti fliip to Pqrtfmouth, where I expe&ed, 
according to Letters he Had contrived to fend me, 
to find the officer. But judge of my difappoint- 
inent, wheri I learnt tliat he embarked but three 
Hays before for. the fiege of the Ijayaririah. 

Emily. ThcHavannah! you touch me nearly.— 
Pray go on ! 

Flor. Ina itrarigfc kingdom-- *^lone— arid £ wb- 
irian— what could J d.o ? In order to defeat enqui- 
ries after nie^ I dvfguifed myfelf in this habit, and 
mixt with the bffiders pi the place \ but your bro- 
ther foo 11 discovered my urieafinefs, and faw through 
ixiy difguife. I frankly goQfc'flfed to him every 
particular of hiy ftoryi '& c^A^equence of which, 
he has thus geiieroufly secomm^nfled s m,e to your 
i>roteaion; ; ., ^ , ^, ^ :4 ^ . 

Emilj. Arid you may ^fj^udiori my fnendfhijj — 
Your^fitu^tion affe&s me ft^i^gely. - 

Flor. Oh ! madam* it is impoffible to tell you 
half its.miferies ; JElpe^lly fince your brother has 

ipnvince^m* ,that ^^1^^ be, diC 

tovered. 

: . v , ^ I 2 Emily. 
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Emily. You fliall throw otf that drefs as fooif 
as poflible, and then I will take you into the houfe 
with me and my fifter. In the mean time, let me 
fee you every day; — fevery hour. I fliall not be 
afraid that your vifits will affeft my reputation. 

Plot. You are too good to me. [Weeping* 

Emily. Nay, this is too much. It overcomes mc- 
Pray be chearful ! 

Flor. I humbly take my leave. 

Emily. Adieu ! I fliall expe£t you to dinner. 

Fhr. I fliall do myfelf the honour of waiting 
on you. [Exit. 

Emily [alone ]. Poor woman ! I thought my own 
utieafinefs almoft insupportable, and yet how 
much muft her anxiety exceed mine 1 

Enter Bell. 

Bell. So, fifter ! I met your fine gentlemafcu 
Upon my word, the young fpark muft be a fa- 
vourite--f-You have had*a tete-a-tete of above half 
an hpjUr together. 

Mmify*\IlQyr d'ye like hint ? 

Bell, Not at all: A foft, lady-like gentleman, 
With a white hand, a mincing ftep, and a fmooth 
chin \ Where doe^ this pretty matter come from i 

Emily. Frpm .my. brother* 
v , Bell. Who is he? 

family 4 
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Mmily. A prefent to you. 

Bell. A prefent to me ! What d'ys mean ? 

Emily. Why, did not my brother promife to take 
care pf you before he went abroad ? 

Bell. Well ! and what then ? 

Emily. What then ! why he has taken care of 
you — fent you a pretty fellow for a huiband.tr- 
Could he poflibly take better care of you ? 

Bell. A hufband ?-t- A puppet, a doll, a — — 

Emily. A foldier, Bell ! A red coat, confider ! 

Bell. A fine foldier indeed ! — I can't bear to fee 
3 red coat cover any thing but a man, filler ! — Give 
me a foldier, that looks as if he could love me and 
. proteft me, ay, and tame me top, if I deferv'd it. — 
If I was to have this thing for a hulbaiid, I would 
fet him at the top of my India cabinet, with the 
China figures, and bid the maid take care me dicj 
not break him. 

Emily. Well, well ; if this is the cafe, I don't 
know what my brother will fay to you. Here's his 
letter ! read it j and fend him #n anfwer yourfelf. 

Bell [reads']. Dear Jijler y the bearer of this letter 

is a lady — So, fo ! your fervant, madam \ and 

your's too, filler ! — whofe cafe is truly compaf- 

Jionate y and whom I mofl earnejlly recommend to 

your protection— urn— um— um— take care of her 

I 3 « — Utt) 
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— um— um— um-—wf tootkdtfy tyeftbfis— -tth^uflj 
— uni— in^t&bn M fr fM daj^s. Ml bfe ^hipped 

i?m/#. Np, nd, B£ll $ 1 Ifcfflr her whole hiftbry "j 
it is quite a little novel. She is a Frenchwoman, 
mademoifelle Florival, run away from her father at 
Belleifle, and dying for ah Englifli gentleman at 
the Havannah. 

2k//. The Hav&nnah ?— Not for colonel Tamper. 
J hope, filler 1 

Emily. If cojonel Tamper had teen at the taking 
of Belleifle too, I (hould have been frighted out of 
my wits about it. 

Bell. Suppofe I fhould bring you fbjne news pf 

•t •'. . . ..... • . •■ ■* * ^ • ' * * • 

him? 

Emily. Of whom? 

"Bill. Colonel Tamper. 

Emily. What do you mean ? 

Bell. Only a card. 

Emily. A card ! from wjiom ? what card ? 

Bell. Oh ! what a delightful flutter it puts her 
into! 

Emily. Nay, but fell mel 

Bell. Well then-— while your vifiter was here, 

thetfe came & Card from major Belford j and I took 

the liberty of fending an arifwer to it. 

■■•■■■■ Emily, 
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£*&. l*t «» fc« W Ifa* Bdk ipt fae fc* ill 

#/#* Ob, it w$ m&tQg tefc, M ^9 cQnpyplt 

" meats, and defiriug (a foye the ho^pur of w&~ 

?■* ipg oq. ypv any tkse tbi* poipuig Uom eptowJ 

"Tamper." 

£w£. From colonel Tamper ! WM can this 
jpeat) ? I am re*4y tp folk wi*h fear I Why doss 
not fee come bimfelf ? 

t %#. J$c*$ npt ajrriyfd, «ot CPW to tyw9 y*t, I 
fpppofe. 

£w#. Ob, Bell J I cpitfji Cuppofe twenty things 
jthat terpfy me to death. 

2fe//. I thjajc upw fttc^i a meflage pyg^t to put 
you qu4tf d||t pf your pain f be could not epme 
/rom oojpncl ??wpc*» ¥ tl > crc W no A?ch f$r{qp. 
in being. ^ 

,£i»j7p. Ay, but fupppfe any accidept.fliould^aye 
happened to him ! Heaven .fojrbid Ir-rHoiv ^for- 
tunate is it io doat uppn a ma^> whQ^^prpffl/Tion 
jexpofe? Jbim hourly* tp thepfle of hip life ! r k , 

iWt Lord, Uwly, k?W SW ypji tp*n>eiK jour- 
felf with fuch horrid imaginations ? Betides, fliouJd 
*he worft come to the worffcrrit is hut , a ^oy^loft, 
and tba»t is a lofs eafily repaired, yoq knpw. , 

Emily. Go, ypu madcap 1 bttt yQu'M f pay ibj: ;?U 
fhis one day, I warraa* you, WJw yp^gpme fa 

1 4 te 
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be heartily in for It ybdrfetf^BeHj ybu will kno%» 
that when a pufe aiid dtfinter^fted paffioh fills tho 
bread, when once a woman has fet her heart upon 
a man, nothing in the world but that very man 
will ever make her happy. 

Bell, I admire your fet ting your hearty as you call 
It, of- all things. Your love^ my dear Emily, is 
not fo romantick : You pitch upon a man of figure 
and fortune, handfome, fenfible, good-natured, 
and well-bred ; of rank in life, and credit in his 
profeffion ; a man that half the women in town 
would pull caps for, and then you talk like a fly 
prude of your pure and difinterefted paffion. 

Emily. Why then, I declare, if he had not a 
friend on earth, or a (hilling in the world ; if he 
was as miferable as the utmoft malice of ill fortune 
could make him; I would prefer colonel Tamper 
to the firft duke in the kingdom. 

Bell. Oh, filler ! it is a mighty eafy thing for 
perfons rolling in affluence, and a coach and fix, 
to talk of living on bread and water, and the com- 
forts of love in a cottage. 

Emily. The coach and fix, Bell, would give little 
bappinefs to thofe who poujd not be happy without 
it. "Wb£# Qflc$ Jthe heart has fettled its affe&ions, 
hcs^in^a^ f ?Spit tp^itbdxaw them frQm any paltry 
eoj$derations, of what nature foever ! 

Bell, 
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■ .$*U? W I think thelady dpfr r protcft too tti^fo " • 
Jimify* " Ay, but {he'll keep her .word." 

Enter Servant. ' '■ 

Serv. Major Belford, madam ! [Exit, 

Emily. Shew him in. — Oh, Bell, I am ready to 
4rop with apprehenfion 1 

Enter Major Belford* . 

Betf. Ladies, your humble fervant. [falutes them.] 
I rejoice to find you fo well. 
* Bell. And we congratulate you, major, on yoi»r 
fafe return from the Havannah. How does your 
/riend colonel Tamper do ? 

Belf. He is very well, madam — bu t 

Emily. But what, Sir ?— I am frighted beyond 
p xpreflion! — Is %c in England ? 

Belf. Yes, madam. 

Emily. In town ? 

Belf. Yes, madam. 

Emily. Why have not we thfc pleafiirtf fcf feenig 
him then ? 

Belf. He'll be here immediately, madam. ' 

Emily. Oh ! well ! 

Belf. But it was thought ' proper Ahat I fhbuld 
jnrait on you firft,' to prepare you for 1 his reception. 

£mily. To prepare me? what dois h£ift€arf? { 
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Belf. Only to prevent your being alarmed aMu$ 
appearance, madam. 

Emily. AlarmM? You terrify me more and more! 
*— What is the matter ? 

Belf. Nay f nothing-*<-a trifle?— the mere chance of 
war — la fortune de la guerre > as the French call it ; 
that's all, madam ! 

Emily. I'm upon the rack! Dear Sir, explain ! 

Belf The colonel, you know, madam, is a 
man of fpirit : Having expofed his perfon v^ry 
gallantly in the feveral ^ftipns before the town of 
the Havannah, he received many wounds \ one $r 
two of which have been attended with rather dif? 
agreeable circumftances. 

Emily. But is the colonel well at prefent, Sir ? 

Belf. Extremely well, piadam. 

Emily. Are not the conferences of his wqu»4* 
likely to endanger his life ? 

Belf. Not in the leaft, madam* 

Emily. I urn- fatisfiecLr^Pray go on, Sir ! 

Belf Do not you be alarmed, madam ! 

fimily. Keep me no longer in fufpenc£, J be T 
feech you, Sir. 

Bell. What can all this mean ? 

Pelf. The two principal wounds which the 

colonel recefvedj ma4&m, TO one a little 

above , 
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gbote the knee, and anothfef in his facie. In tsotli 
fequence bf the firft, he was reduced to the necefr 
Jity of faring -his life by the loft of a leg ; and 
£he latter has deprived him of the fight of an eye, 
:'• Emily. Oh, tjeavensf \rtady te faint. 

B*ff. Poor Emily { How could you be fo abrupt^ 
Sir? The violent agitation of her mind is too much 
forherfpirits* 

S^.Excufe me) madam ! I was afraid of mak- 
ing you uneafyj and yet it was neceflary you 
flieukl be acquainted with thefe circum fiances. 

* * * * ' , 

previous to ydur feeing the colonel. 

Entity [recovering]. Loft a leg and an arm, did 
you fey, Sir? 

Self; No, not an arm— ran eye, madam. 

Emily. An eye!, worfe and worfe! -Poor 

colonel ! 

Belf Rather unfortunate, to be fure ! But wc 
(hould confider, madam, that we have faved his 
life j and that thefe were facrifices neceflary for 
its prefervatfcm. 

Emily. Very true. Ay, ay ; fo as he has but his 
life, I am happy. And I ought now to be at- 
tached to him, not only from tendefnefs, but 
compaflion. 

Belf. After all, madam, his appearance is much 

better 
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better than you may imagine. His face, by the 
help of a black ribband, is very little disfigure^; 
and he has got a falfe leg, made fo naturally, that, 
except a fmall hitch in his gait, there is no, material 
alteration in his perfon and deportment; be^des 
which, in point of health and fpirits, he is parti- 
cularly well. > 

Emily. I am glad of it. But, alas ! he whofe 
perfon was fo charming ! And then his eyes! that 
were fo brilliant ! fo full of fenfibility ! 

BeJf, This accident, madam, on his own account, 
gives him no uneafinefs ; to fay the truth) he feeins 
rather vain upon it ; I could wifli therefore, when 
he comes, that you would not feem too deeply 
affefled, but rather aflume an air of chearfulnefs, 
left any vifible uneafinefs in you fliould {hock the 
colonel. 

Emily. Poor colonel ! I know his fenfibility. Let 

■ 

#ie endeavour, therefore, to convince him, that he 
is as dear to me as ever ! Oh, yes ! c$fi me what it 
will, I inuft (hew him that the preservation of his 
jiJe is an entire confolation to me. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Colonel Tamper, madam ! 
'Emily. 'Eh \ what? \DifordercA. 

: ^ . Bell 
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Bell. Defire the colonel to walk up. — Compofe 
yourfelf, my dear ! Poor Emily ! I am in pain fotf 
her. [Aftde* 

Enter Colonel Tamper— runs Up to Emily. 

Tamper. My deareft Emily ! How happy am I 
to fee you once again ! I have brought back the 
honeft heart and hand which I devoted to you ; as 
to the reft of my body, you fee I did not care fix- 
pence what became of it. Mils Bell, I rejoice to 
fee you fo welL' Major, I am your*s; but, my 
Emil y ■ 

Emily. OH, colonel! 

[Bur/Is into tears > and lean* upon Belh 

Tamper. How this ? Tears ! 

Bell. You fhould not have followed the major fq 
foori, colonel*'* ftie had fcarce recovered the firft 
"fliQck from his intelligence. 

Tamper. My patience would fuffer me to delay 
no longer. Why do you weep fo, Emily ? Are 
you forry to fee me again ? 

Emily. Sorry to fee you unfortunate. [tPeeping* 

Tamper* Unfortunate? call me rather fortunate; 
I am come back alive ; alive and merry, Emily ! 

Emily. I am glad you have fayed your ^ife. 

Tamper. 
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Tfmp*^ I <lar£ fay you itf-e * Look on mei|h$n r 
What, not one gLance? Won't you deign to l$?J£ 
pn your poor maimed foldier? \J>auJing}^~l& it 
poffible, then, that any little alteration of my 
perfon can occafion a change in your fentiments ? 

Emily. Never, colouiel, never! It is furely. no 
mark of want of afie&ion to be fo mach hurt at 
your misfortunes. 

Tamper* Misfortunes ! no misfortunes at aij— ^ 
none at all to a fbldier— nothing but the ojdiapry 
incidents aad common cafualties of his life^-markflf 
of honour, arid tokens of valour >^I detlate I bear 
them about with me as the moft honourable badges 
of my profeflion— J am proud of them— I would 
hot part with this wooden leg for tfce heft flefli and 
blood in Choftendom. 

Emily. And can you really be fo u&cpni^Ftted 
at this accident ? 

Tamper". Really ; and you {hall be unconcerned 
tcro, Emily < You (hall find more in me ftill, thaa 
in half the battered rakes and fops about town- It 
injures me no m&re than it does a fine tree, to iop' 
my branches. My trunk is heart of oak, and I 
fhali thrive the better for it ! 

Emily. But is there no hope of recovering your 

eye again? Oh, we rnuft have the beft advice— rf? 

the fight quite loft ? 

Tamper: 
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* Ititinpefi Qttitfc«~bllhd at a milWiorfe-**blind as 
i fcefette, Irnlly. But What does that fignify ? Lore 
h \Aindy ^Ott know; and if I have, loft one feye, 
*rhy, they fay, f ftiafll fee the cleared with the 
otter; ' 

Emitf. I cannot look at him without fhuddering. 

[Retires, and Jits down. 

Bell. What a&ton was it you fuffered in, co- 
lonel? 
s Tamper. Before tlie Mote caftlfc, ma'am* before 

{he Mofb^-hot work, Mflhag hot by fea and land, 
I aflure you, ma'am. Ah, the Mora, the Metro! 
*— But if men go to run thrif heads againrft ft&ne 
walls, they muft expeft to have a fconce or two 
broken before they make? their Way through them 
**-£h, major ? ' 

. Bell. Major BeHbrd Wa« with yoil J? 

Tamper. All the while 5 the major and 1 fought 
ftde by fldej chfcek by jowl, till I fell, ma'am ! We 
paid the dons-*-didn*t we, majorP-^-ButVelafcol 
j&or Vclafco ! A fine* brave don! muft be owned. 
i— I had rather have died Itke VclafeO, than have 
lived to be genenrliffimo. 

Bell [to Emily]. HoW are you, Sifter? 

Tamper. Nay, prithee* Emily, be comforted! 
More thatt all this might have happened to me 

at 
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at home. I might hare thrown away my life 
in a duel, or broke my neck in a fox-chafe ; a fit 
of the gout, or an apoplexy, might have maimed 
me ten times worfe for ever $ or a palfy, perhap« f 
have killed one half of me at a (ingle ftroke. 
You muft not take on thus— if you, do, I {hall bt 
extremely uneafy. 

Emily* Excufe me ! I cannot help \t — but be 
aflured I efteem you as much as ever, Sir ! 

Tamper. Mjleem! and Sir/*— This is cold Ian-* 
guage—- I have not been ufed to hear you talk in 
that ftile, Emily f 

Emily. I don't know what I fay-»— I am not well 
*— let me retire* 

Tamper. When ikall we name the happy day ? 
t (hall make fhift to dance on that occafion — tho' 
as Withrington fought, on my flumps, Emily t 
Xell me, when (hall we be happy ? 

Emily. I grow more and more faint. Lead mc 
to my chamber, Bell* 

Bell. She is very ill ; don't teaze he j* now, colonel j 
but let us try to procure her fome repofe ! 

Tamper. Ay, ay, a fliort fleep, and a little reflec- 
tion, and all will be well, I dare fay. I will be here 
again foon, and adminifter confolation, I warrant 
you. Adieu, my dear Emily ! 

Emily. 
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. Manent Major Belford and Colonel Tapper* 

^yfaper "{affuming bis natural ah ani manner]. 
ifa, ka, jia ! Well, Belfotd, what is your opiaioa 
now ? Will (he ftand the teft, or no ? 
f Bel/. If (he does, it is more than you de- 
ferve ; I could .wifli (he would give you up, with 
all my heart, if I did not think you would run ftark 
^ad with venation. 

Tamper. Whyjfo ? 

Bslf. Becaufe, as I have often told you before, 
this is a mod abfurd and ridiculous {cheme, 
-a quere tfick to impofe upon yourfelf, and mud 
probably end in your lafing the affefltions of aa 

Tamper. You know, Belford, there is an excefs 
14 iertf^bil^y }n pay temper—— 

Jfcjf* f^at W%1 always m«faJ you unhappy. 

Tamper. Ilatl&sr fyy it;iw^Ui enfure the future 
Jwjpjpifliqfs of ff?j Jiife. Bejfere* I bind myfelf to 
abide by a woman, at ajl events, and in all circum- 
ftances, I muftbc affured that ihe will, at all events, 
and in all circumftances, retain her affection for 
me. 

Vol. IV. K Self. 
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jfte/f. 'Sdeath, I have no patience to hear you* 
Have not you all the reafon in the world to reft 
aflured, that Emily entertains a moft fincere paflion 
for you r 

Tamper. Perhaps fo ; but fheri-I am not equally 

afifared of the bafis on which that ; J>aflk>p 1$ 
founded. i' r 

Belf Her folly, I am afraid. 
Tamper* Nay, but I am feribus, major J 
Belf. You are very ridiculous, colonel ! , 
Tamper. Well, well! it does not fignify talking ; 
I muft be convinced that me loves, hie for my own 
Jake> for myfelf alone 5 and. that were I divefted of 
every defirable gift of fortune, and of nature, and 
fhe was to be addreffed by fifty others, who pof- 
fefled them all in the moft eminent degree, fhe 
would dill continue to prefer me to all the reft of 
mankind. 

Belf. Moft precious refinement* truly! This 
is the moft high*flowtt metaphyficks in fentiment 
I ever heard itt iHyvIife— picked up in one of 
• your expeditions t&^mt coaft of France, I fuppofe 
i— No plain Englifhman ever dream'd of fuch a 
whim — Love you for yourfelf! for your own fake! 
—-not {he truly. 

Tamper. How then ? 

Belf. 
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Self. Why, for her own, to be fure — and fo 
would any body elfej— I am your friend, and love 
you as a friend} and why? becaufe I am glad to 
have commerce with a man of talents, honour, 
and honcfty. Let me once fee you behave like a 
poltroon, or a villain, and you know I would cut 
your throat, colonel ! 

Tamper. I don't doubt you, major ! But if (he 
don't love me for my own fake, for myfelf y as I faid, 
how can I ever be certain, that flie will not trans- 
fer that love to another. 

Belf. For your own fake ! for your/elf again ! 
Why, what, in the name of common fenfe, is this 
felf of yours, that you make fuch a rout about ? 
Your birth, your fortune, your charafter, your 
talents, and perhaps, fweet colonel, that fweet 
perfon of yours — all thefe may have taken her— 
and habitude, and continual intercourfe, mult en- 
creafe her partiality for them in you, more than in 
any other perfon. But, after all, none of thefe 
things are yourfelf. You are but the ground, and 
thefe qualities are woven into your frame. Yet 
it is not the fluff, but the richnefs of the work, 
that (lamps a value on the piece. 

Tamper. Why, this is downright fermonizing, 
major ! Give you pudding fleeves, and a grizzle 

K 2 wig, 


Wigj you. lihighl be" chaplain to the regiment. Yet 
fiatfimtfhy is a leap fn the dark, indeed, if we Can- 
not Ifefdfc-harid make 6uffelves at all certain of 
the fidelity and afre&ion of our wives. 

ffc^f. Marriigfe ft prefcarioufr, I grant ydtt, and 
tiriift be lb. You may play like a ifrary garndter, 'ti* 
true. I wfcul^not marry a hororibus profligate^ 
tor a kvomkn in a ebnfurftption ; but there is no 
morfe answering for the continuance bf her good 
ti3£6lif ibh* than fliat <»f her good health. 

Tamper. Fine maxims! make tffe of them yiour* 
felf ; th£y to-on't ferve mt : A fine time, indeed, 
to experience a #bntan's fidelity-rafter marriage ; 
a tftrte \vheh tVery thing cOttfyires to render ft her 
intereft to deceive ybu ! No, no j no fool's para- 
dife for me, frelfofd ! 

Self. A foot's £aia3ife is better than a wifeacre's 
purgatbf y. 

Tamper. *Sdeath, Belford, who comes herie ?•— 
I mall be discovered, [refutninghis counterfeit manner* 

EnUrPmtU. 

Prat. Gentlemen, your mo'ft obedient ! Mighty 
forry, extremely concerned to hear the lady's taken 
ill— I was fent for in a violent hurry — Had forty 
patients to vifit — Refolved to fee her, however — 

Major 
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Major Belford, I rejoice to fee you in gpod health 
~-Have I tfce honour of kjiowipg this gentlepj^n ? 

[printing to Tamper , and gains up to him* 

fampfr. Hum ! hum ! {limping away from Prattle f 
and putting bis handkerchief to bis face. 

Bel/. An acquaintance of mine* Mr. Prattle ! 
ITpu doa't know him, J believe— A little hurt in 
tjafi fenrfce-r-that's all, 

Pr#u Accidents, acoid<wt* will happen — Ne 
lefe thaa jfeyen brought into our infirmary ysfter- 
day, and ten into the hofpitaL — Did you hear> ma- 
jor BelfoTid^ that poor tydy Di. Backet broke her 
arm laft nighty by an oyerturn, from her hprfts 
taking fright among the raft croud of coaches gef> 
ting in at lady Thunder's rout? and yefterday 
mornfqg, Sir Helte jTSlgrtC/yii kuj u fo repiarka,bly 
fond of driving, put out his collar-bone, by a fall 
from his own coach-box. 

Tamper. Pox on bis chattering ! I wi/h he'd be 
gone. [apart to Belford* 

JBelf. But your fair patient, Mr. Prattle I — I am 
afraid we detain you. 

Prat. Not at all \ I attend her immediately. 
[going , returns.'}— You have not heard of the change 
in the miniftry ? 

Tamper. Pfliawl 

K} ■ Self. 
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Belf. I have. 

Prat. Wei J, well! — [going, returns.] Lady Sarafy 
Melville brought to-bed within thefetwo hours! a 
boy. — Gentlemen, your fervant, your very humble 
fervant ! [Exit. 

Tamper. Chattering jackanapes ! 

Belf. So ! the apothecary's come already— -we 
{hall have a confutation of phyficians, the knocker 
tied up, and ftraw laid in the ftreet fliortly. — But 
are hot you afhamed, Tamper, to give her all this 
uneafinefs ? 

Tamper. No matter — Pll make her ample amends 
at the laft. What could poflefs them to fend for 
this blockhead?. He'll make her worfe and worfe; 
he will abfolutely talk her to death. 

Belf. Oh, the "puppy's in faihion, you know. 

Tamper. It is lucky enough the fellow did not 
know me. He's a downright he-goffip, and any 
thing he knows might as well be published in the 
Daily Advertifer. But come, for fear of difcovery, 
we had better decamp for the prefent. March ! 

Belf. You'll expofe yourfelf confoundedly, 
Tamper. 

Tamper. Say no more ! I am refolved to put her 
affection to the trial : If fhe's thorough proof, Pm 
made for ever. Come along. [going. 

Belf. 
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Bdf. Tamper, 

Tamper. Oh, I am lame ! I forget. [limping. 

Jlelf. Lord ! lord ! what a fool felf-k>ve makes 

of a man ! [Exeunt, 


ACT II. 

Scene, Emily's drejftng-room. 

Emily > Bell > Prattle, fitting. 

Bell. 

I THINK you kem to be a good deal recovered, 
Emily, 
jEW/j. I am much better than I was, I thank 
you. Heigho ! 

Prat* Ay, ay, I knew we fhould be better by- 
and-by. Thefe little nervous diforders are very 
common all over the towh — merely owing to the 
damp weather, which relaxes the tone of the whole 
fyftem. The poor duchefs of Porcelain has ha4 a 
fever on her fpirits thefe three weeks j lady Teazer's 
cafe is absolutely hyfterical; and lady Betty Dawdle 
is almoft half mad with lownefs of fpirits, head- 

K 4 aches, 
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aches, tremblings, vain fears, arid Wtmdrtagfc of 
the rtiliid. [ : ' • ^> ^ 

Wklty. tttft MhPriftjfc, How <ld*iiMlBiff 
Croriipten do ? * ; 

Prat. Never better, ma'am ! Somebody has re- 
moved her diforder, by prefcribing very effe&ually 
to the marquis of Cranford. His intended match 
with mifs Riohihan, the hundred thttufand pounds 
fortune, is quite off, and fo, ma'am, mifs Crompton 
is perfe&ly well again.-r-By-the-by too, {he has 
another reafon to rejoice; for her coufin mifs 
Dorothy, who lives with her^ and began, you know, 
to grow rather old-maidifli, as we fay, ma'am, made 
a fudden conqueft of Mr. Bumper, a Lancafhire 
gentleman of a great eftate, who camfe \tip to town 
for the Chriftmas, and they were married at mifs 
Crompton's yefterday evening. 

Bell. Is it true, Mr. Prattle, that Sir John 
Mfedley is going to the fouth of France for the re- 
covery of hi& health ? 

Prat. Very true, ma'am, Very true* that he's 
going, I promife you 5 but not for the recovery of 
his health ; Sir John's well enough himfelf, but his 
affairs are in a galloping confutoptidny I iffxxre you. 
No lefs than two executions in his houffc. I heard 
it for fad at lady Modifies. Poor gentleman ! I 

have 
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have known his chariot ftirtd at Arthur'* till sight 
d'clock in the morning. H* ha* had a (ad run a 
Ibng time* tot that Uft affair at Newmarket totally 
;undid him.— Pray, ladies^ have you heard tfefc CtQry 
of Alderman Mancbeftert lady ? 

£*#. Ob* no. Pray what k it? 

iVtf/. A terrible ftory indeed : Eloped f rota her 
Jraffi&M* ted wei* off with lord John Sprightly. 
Thctf intention* it fecms> was to go over ta 
HoU«*d ; fcut the Alderman f urfued them to Har- 
wich, and catchdd;them juft as they were gpiag to 
embark, He thrqatned lord John with a |>fftfe~ 
cut ion; but lord John, who knew the Alderman's 
pun, lame dowsu with a thoufaad poinds, and fo 
the Alderman received his wife, and all is well 
Again. 

Bell. I vow, Mr* Prattle, you are extremely amut 
ing. You know the chit-chat of the whole town. 

Prat. Can't avoid picking up a few flight anec- 
dotes, to be fore, ma'am — Go into the beft houfes 
in town— Attend the firft families in the kingdom 
—Nobody better received — Nobody tqfkes more 
carfc— Nobody tfie6 t6igive*nere fati«fa£tion* 

BelL Is there aft ypublick news ^)f ^r\y kind, Mr* 
Prattle;? 

Prat. None at all, ma'am, except that the officer* 
are moil of them return'd from the Havannah. 

Emily. 
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JLmily. So we hear, Sir. 

f 

v Prat. I faw colonel Tamper yefterday. Oh,ayf 
and major Belford, and another gentleman, as I 
came in hefe this morning. 

BelL That was colonel Tamper, Sir. 

Prat. That gentleman colonel Tamper, ma'am? 

BelL Yes, Sir. ,v 

Prat. Pardon me, ma'am ! I know colonel Tarn* 
per very well. That poor gentleman was fome~ 
what difabledr— had differed a little in the wars—* 
colonel Tamper is not fo unfortunate. 

Emily. Oh, yes, that horrid accident! 

Prat. What accident ? 

Bell. His wounds-r-his wounds— don't you 
know, Sir? 

Prat. Wounds ! ma'am — Upon my word I never 
knew he had received any. 

Bell. No ! why, he loft a leg and an eye at the 
fiegq of the Havannah. 

Prat. Did he ? Why then, ma'am, Fll be bold 
to fay, be is the luckieft man in the world. . 
•QilL Whyfo, Sir? . 

Prat. Becaufe, ma'am, if he loft a leg and an 
eye at the Havannah, they muft be g*own again, 
or he has fomehow procured others, that do the 
)>ufinefs every whit as well. 

Emily. Impoffible 1 

PraU 
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Prat. I wifli I may die, 'ma'am, if the colonel 
fiad not yefterday two as godd legs and fine eyea 
as any man in the world.' If he loft one of each 
at the Havannah, we pradtitioners in phyfick fhould 
be much obliged to him to communicate his re- 
ceipt, for the benefit of Greenwich and Chelfea 
Hofpitais. 

Emily. Are you fure that the colonel has had no 
fuch lofs, Sir ? "^ 

Prat. As fure as that I am here, ma'am I I faw 
him going into thewhat-d'ye-call-him ambaflador's, 
juft over-againft my houfe, yefterday: And the 
iaft place I was at this morning was Mrs. Daylight's, 
where I heard the colonel was at her rout laft night, 
and that every body thought he was rather im- 
proved than injured by his late expedition* — But 
odfo ! lack-a-day, lack-a-day, lack-a-day !— now I 
recolleft — Ha, ha, ha ! \Laughing very heartily* 

Bell. What ; s the matter, Mr. Prattle ? 

Prat. Excufe me, ladies ! I car/t forbear laugh- 
ing — Ha, ha, ha ! — The gentleman in t'other 
room, colonel Tamper ! — Ha, ha, ha I — I find the 
colonel had a mind to pay a vifit in rnafquerade this 
morning^-J fpoke to major Belford-^I thought I 
knew his friend too ; but he limped away, and 
hid his face, and would not fpeak to me. Upon 
;my word, he did it very well 1 1 could have fwora 

there 
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there had been an amputation : He wo^ld nuke 
a' figure at a mafked ball. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Emily> JleJL Ha, ha, ha ! 

{Looking at each other, and affecling to laugh, 

Prat. Ha, ha, ha ! very comical ; ha, ha, ha ! 

Bell A frolick, Mr. Prattle, a frolick ! I think, 
however, you had better nojt take any notice qf it 
abroad. 

Prat. Me ! -I {hall never breathe it, madam ! I 
am dofeas oak, an ahfolute free-maion for fecrefy. 
Itat, ma'am, {rifingJ\ I muft bid you good morn? 
ing— I have feveral patients to vifit, before dinner f 
Mrs. Tremor, I know, will be dying with the va- 
pours till {he fees me \ and I -am to meet do£bojr 
Valerian at lord HoQtkJc's in lets than half an 
hour. 

£wi^* Ring the fcell, my dear. Mr. Prattle, your 
farvant. 

Prat. Ladies, your ve&f humble fervant f — I 
ihall fend you a cordial mixture, ma'vn, to be 
taken ki awy parfcieularf aintnefs,or lownefs of ipirits^ 
and fome draughts for morning and evening. Have 
a care of catching cold, be cautious in your diet f 
and I make no doubt but in a few days we ihall 
be perfectly- recovered. Ladies* ypur fervant ! youf 
jnoftiobedient* very humble fervant J [Exit* 

[The ladhsfitfor fame tinufilent. 

Bell. 


. JB*# \after a pastfe]. Sifter Emily I ^ 

£m//y. Sifter Bell ! 

BtlL What d'ye think of colonel Tamper now, 
fitter? 

Emily. Why, I am fo provoked, andfo pleafed! 
fo angry, and fo diverted ! that I don't know whe- 
ther I Aiould be in, or out of humour, at this 
difcovery. 

Bell. No !— Is it poffible yon can have fo little 
fpirit ? This tattling apothecary will tell this fine 
ftory at every houfe he goes into ; it wiM be town- 
tafk. If a lover of mine had attempted to put fucli 
an impudent deceit upon me, I would never fee his 
face again. 

Emily. If you had a lover that you liked, Belli 
you would not be quite fo violent. 

Bell. Indeed but I fhould. What 1 to cdme here 
with a Canterbury tale of a leg and an eye, and 
Heaven knows what, merely to try the extent of 
his power over you ! To gratify his inordinate 
vanity, in cafe you fhould retain your affe&ion fbt 
him ; or to reproach you for your weaknefe ^nd 
infidelity, if you could not reconcile yourfelf td 
him on that fuppofition ! 

Emily. It is abominably provoking, I own ; and 
yet, Bell, it is not a quarter of an hour ago, bdt I 

would 
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would have parted with half my fortune tahave? 
made it certain that there was a trick in the (lory* 

BelL Well, I never knew one of thefe men, of 
extraordinary fenfe, as they are called, that was 
not in foine instances a greater fqol than the, reft 
pf mankind. > 

t Jimify. ASttx all, Bell, I muft confefs that thfc 
ftratagem has convinced me of the infirmity of my 
temper. This fuppofed accident began to make 
ftrange work with me. 

BelL I faw that plain enough. I told you what 
your pure and dlfmterejled pajftw, filler, would 
come to, long ago. — Yet this is fo flagrant an 
affront, I would make him fmart for it fome way 
or other; I would not marry him thefe feven 
years. 

Emily. That perhaps might be punifhing myfelf^ 
fitter. 

BelL We muft plague him, and heartily too* 
Oh, for a bright thought now, fome charming in- 
vention to torment him ! 

Emily. Oh, as to that matter, I fliould be glad 

to have fome comical revenge on him, with all my 

heart. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Captain Johnfon, ma'am ? 

Emily. 
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Emily* Defire him to walk up. [Exit Servants] 
I am fit to fee any company now.— This difcovery 
Tfrill do me more good, I believe, thah all Mr. 
Prattle's cordial mixtures, as he tails them. " 

Bill. Oh, you're in charming fpirits* fitter !•— 
But captain Johnfon ! you abound in the military ; 
captains, colonels, and majors, by wholefale: Who 
is captain Johnfon, pray? 

Emily. Only the name that Mademoifelle Flori* 
val, the Bellcifle lady you faw this morning, goes 
by. ' y 

Bill.' Oh, filler, the luckieft thought in the worM 
—Such an ufe to make of this lady ! 

Emily* What d'ye mean ? 

BelL Captain Johnfon fhall be colonel Tamper's 
rival, fifter! , 

Emily. Hufh J hereiheis. , 

Enter Mademoifelle' Florival. 

*- > Emily. , Give me leave, madam, to iatroduce 
you to my fifter. 

Bell. I have heard your Jltory, .xnadajn, ajgdltake 
part in your misfortunes. • 

Flor. I am infinitely obliged both to you and 
to that lady, madam. 
Emily. Oh ! madam, I have be&n^e*iremety ill 

fince 
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Gnee you were! her* this momihg, and'-iemitdt-afc 
9»ft beyond imagination* 

JP/flr. I am very forry to bear k j may I ale 
what ha* alarmed you ? 

Emily. It is fo ridkuious, I featee know how to 
tejl you. 

Jfc//. Then I wiU. Y«w rouft know, ma^ y 
that my filler was engage*! to an officer, who went 
out on a late military expedition. He is joft re- 
turned ; but is cone home yr*th tbe ftraageft eon-* 
ceit that ever filled the brain of a lover. He topfc 
it into his head to try my lifter's faith, by pretend- 
ing to be mairaed and wounded, and has a&uatiy 
vifited her this morning in a counterfeit character. 
We have juft ttow4ete&ed the imposition, and want 
your afliftance to be pleafantly revenged on him. 

Flor. I cannot bring myfelf to be an advocate 
for the lady's cruelty,; but you may both command 
me in any thing. 

Emrly. There is no cruelty in the cafe ; I fear, 1 
am gone too far for that. As you are in appearance 
■fitch a fmart young gentleman, my fifter has wag- 
giflily propofed to make you the inftrument gf ex- 
citing colonel Tamper's jealoufy, by your per* 
fonating the charafter of a fuppofed rival.— Was 

not that your device, fitter ? 

Bell. 


T#E 1>EUCE IS itf fif M. 145 

tidL It was ; and if this lady will come into it, 
tuid you play your part well, we'll teaze the wife 
colonel, and make him fick of his rogueries, I war-' 
rant you. ' 

Flor. I have beeri a mad girl in my time, I con- 
fefc, 1 and reniember whenlfhould have joined in 
fuch a frolick with pleafuref. At prefent, I fear I 
am fcarce miftrefs enough of iny temper td main- 
tain mychara&ef with arty tolerable humour. How- 
ever, I will fumrrion up all my fpirits, and do my 
beft to oblige you. 

BelL Oh ! you will have but little to do. Hie 
biifinefs will lie chiefly on your hands," Emily. You 
muft be molt intolerable prbvbking — If you do but 
irritate him fufficietftly, we fhall hiave charming 
fport with hini. 

Emily. Never fear me, Bell. Mr. Prattle's intel- 
ligence has given me fpirits equal to any thing : 
Now I know it is but a trick, I fhall fcarce be able 
to fee him limping about without laughing. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Coloiiel Tamper, madam ! 

Emily. Shew him in ! [Exit Servant. ]Now, ladies f 

BelL Now, filter ! work him heartily, cut him 
to the bone, I charge ybu. If you fliew him the 
leaft mercy, yoU are no woman. 

Vol. IV. L Enter 
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Enter Colonel Tamper. 
Tamper. This it is to have new fervants ! Not at 
home, indeed !^-A pack of blockheads, to think of 
denying my Emily to me. I knew the poor dear 
foul was a little put of order* indeed; but-— 
I feeing Floriva/.'} I beg pardon, madam ! I did not 
know you had company. 

Bell. Oh, this gentleman is a particular friend 
of my filler's— He is let in at any tiipe. 

Tamper. Hum ! [D if ordered. 

Emily. I did not expe£l to fee you return fo foon, 
Sir! : 

■Tamper*. Np— J believe I am come fomewhat . 
unexpe&edly indeed, madam! 

Emily. If your return had not been fo extremely 
precipitate, Sir, I fhould have fent you a meffage . 
on purpofe to prevent your giving yourfelf that 
trouble. 
Tamper. Madam! a meflage ! for what reafon? 
E/nily. Becaufe I am otherwife engaged* 

\With indifference* 
Tamper. Engaged ! I don't apprehend you, 
madam! 

Emily. No ? you\are extremely dull then; don't 
you fee I have company I — Were you at th$ opera 
laft nighty captain Johnfon ? 

. [Ctquetting with FlorivaL 

'■ • Tamper*^ 
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Tamper. I am thunder-ftruck— Madam !— mifs 
JSmily!— madam ! • > 

Emify. Sir !— -colonel Tamper ! — Sir I 
Tamper: t fayi madam ! > 

Tamper. 'Sdeathl I htfrc not power to fpeafc to 
her: — -This ftrange and fudderi alteration in your 
behaviour, niadafti-^- 6 -* 

Emily. Alteration ? none at all, Sir 5 the change 
is on your fide, not mine. I'll be judged by this 
gentleman-— ^-Captain Johinfon, here's a miniature 
6f,th^ colonel, which he fat for juft before he went 
abroad— done by a good hand, and reckoned a* 
ftriking likenefs.— Did you erer Fee a poor crea- 
ture to altered ? - [Giving a bracelet. 

Flor. Why,, really, madam, thereis,Imuftown, 
a. Very vifibk difference atvprefent-^-That black 
ribband [looking by turns on the pifiureand colonel 
Tamper] makes a total eclipfc of the. brilliancy of 
this right eye — ahd then the irregtilar motion of N 
the leg, gives fuch a twift to the reft of the body, 
that 

Tamper. Sir !-*But it is to you I addrefs myfelf at 
prefent, midaia ! I was once fond andfoolifli enough 
to imagine, that y6u had a heart truly generous 
andfenfible, and flattered myfelf that jt was above 

L 2 being 
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being fhaken by abfence, or afFe&ed by evefits.-*- 
How have I been deceived ! I find that*— - 

Emily. Pardon me, Sir ! I never deceived you: 
—nay, you fee that I difdained the thoughts, <tf 
deceiving you even for a day.— -Out of refpeft to 
our late mutual attachment, I' am refolved to deal 
openly with you. In a word, then, every thing 
between us muft now be at an end. * 

Tamper. Confufion !-^Every thing at an end ! and 
can you, you, Emily, have the courage to teti mc 
lb? 

Emily. Why not? Come, come, colonel Tamper, 
vanity is your blind fide. 

Tamper. Zounds, madam ! 

Emily. Don't be in^a paffion !— Do but confider 
the matter calmly* and though it may rather be 
difpleafing, yet when you have duly weighed aH» 
circumftances, I'm fare you muft do me the juftice 
to acknowledge my fincerity. 

Tamper. I fhall run mad ! — Is it poflible, Emily 
-—Sincerity do you call this ?— Diffimulation,— • 
damn'd diffimulation ! 

Emily. Have patience, Sir ! The lofs of your whole 

fortune would have been trifling to me$ but how 

can I reconcile myfelf to this mangling of your figure? 

— Let ihe turn the table* on you for a moment ! 

v ^ Suppofe 
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Suppofe-notor, colonel, that I had been fo unfortu- 
nate aa to have loft a leg and an eye ; fhould you, 
jd'ye think, have retained your affe&ion inviolable 

Tamper* FaHe, falfe woman! — Have a care, 
Emily !• have a care, I fay, or you'll deftroy your 
/ame and happinefs for ever. — Confider what you 
ase doing* ere you make a final refolution.— You'll 
repeat your inconftancy, I tell you beforehand — 
Upon my foul, you will — You'll have more reafon 
to repent it^ than you can pbffibly imagine ! 

Emily. Why will you oblige me now to fay 
ihocking things to yoji? It goes againfl: me to tell 
you fo, but I caitft even fee you now, without hor- 
ror ; nay, were I even, from a vain point of honour, 
# to adhere to my engagements with you, I could 
©ever conquer my difguft. — It would be a moft 
unnatural conne&ion.^- Would not it, captain- 
Johnfon? . 

Tamper. Hell! 'fdeath! confufion! How fteadily 
Ihe perfifts in her perfidy! — Madam ! — madam !— 
I {hall choak with rage — But one word, and I am 
gone fdr ever — for ever, for ever ! madam ! ' 

Emily. What would you fay, Sir? 

Tamper. Tell me then* — and tell me truly-^have 
«ot you received the addrefies of that gentle* 
nian? 

L 3 Emily. 
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i?#*^. He; has, hofioujqd n^e with i^mjolcoa- 
fefs, Sir; and every circumft^Bce ia fc much in, 
his favour, that I could have no manner of.objecv 
tion to him, but my unfortunate engagements to 
you- — But fince your ill fortune has invincibly 
divorced us from e^ch other, Jtbini I am ait liberty 
to liften to him. ■.'. ..:•; - : 

Tamper. Matchlefs confidence ! migfefcy 'well, 
madam! It is not then the misfprtuneaf hat, bare, 
befallen me, but the charms you ha>ve,fpund,in that 
gentleman, which hw altered your inclination.. 

Flor. Well, Sir! and what then^- Sir? J^hc lady, 
I prefume, is not included, like an old manfion- 
houfe, in the rent-roll of your.eiBatc, or the inyen- 
tory of your goods and chattels. Her hand, I 
hope, is frill her own property, and fhe may beftovj 
it on you, or me, or any body elfe, juft as (he 
pleafes. 

Tamper. You are a villain, Sir! — Withdraw! 1 

BelL Qh, heavens ! here will be murderr— don't 
ftir, I beg you, Sir ! 

Flor. Oh, never fear me, madam ! I am not fuch 
a poltropn as to contend with.that gentleman^— 
Do you think I would fet my ftrerigth and (kill 
againft a poor blind man, and a cripple ? 

Tamper. Follow me, Sir ! F1J foon teach you to 
ufe your own legs, 

FUr, 
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FUr . Oh, the fturdy beggar ! ftir your ftiimps, 
and begone ; here's nothing for you, fellow ! 
tamper. Villain } 

Fhr. Poor man 1 ^ 

Tamper '. Scoundrel I 

Fhr. Prithee, man, don't expofe yourfelf. 

hamper. Puppy! ' 

Fhr. Poor wretch ! 

Emily. What, quarrel before ladies? oh, for 
fliame, coloneH 

Tamper. This is beyond all fufferanee. I can 
contain no l6nger««*-Know then, madam, [t* Emily] 
to your utter confufion, I am not that mangled 
thing which you imagine me*— You may .fee, ma- 
dam !—— [Rtjitming bis natural manner. 

Emily, Sell, Fhr. Ha, ha, ha r ha ! 

[LaughiHg violently? 

Emily. A wonderful cure of lamenefs and blind- 
nefs— Your cafe is truly curious, Sir! andattefted 
by three credible witnefles— Will you give us leave 
to print it in the public papers.^ 

Tamper. Madam ! madam ! > 

Fhn I think the ftory would make a figure in 
the Philofophical Tranfaftions. 

Tamper. Sir f 

Bell. A pretty leg, indeed ***Wifl you dance a 
minuet with mp, colonel ? 

L 4 Emily. 
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. Emily. Ypujr wounds are not mortal, I Hope, 
colonel ? 

Tvmpfr. Np> madam ! my perfon, I thank hea- 
ven, is ftill unhurt. — I have my legs, both legs* 
madam, and I will ufe them to tranfport me as far 
a# poflible from fo falfe a woman — I have my eyes 
too^-my eye$, madam ! but they fhall never look 
on you again, but as the moft f aithlefs and ungrate- 
ful of your fex. 

Emily. If I!m not furprifed how he could a& it 
fo well! Pray let us fee you do it over again, 
colonel ! — How was it ? Eh ! [mimicking] hip-hop, 
hip-hop, like prince Volfcius, I think* 

%am$ir* I took that method, madam, to try your 
truth, constancy, and affe&ion. I have found you 
void of all thofe qualities, and {hall have reafon 
to rejoice at the effect of my experiment as long 
as I live, 

Emily. If you meant to feparate yourfelf from 
me, you have indeed taken an excellent method. 
And a mighty proof you have given of your own 
afrc£lipn, truly! Inftead of returning, after an 
anxious abfence, with joy into my prefence, to 
come home with a low and mean fufpicion, with 
a narrow jealoufy of my mind, when the frank* 
nefs arid generofity of my behaviour ought to havie 

cnga$? 4 
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engaged you to reppfe *$ tn&& yntifmted confi- 
dence in me. 

Tamper. The even f, madam/ has but too well 
warranted my experiment. 

Emily. And (hall juftify it, Sir, ftiU more: For 
here, befojre your face, I give my hand to this gentle- 
man ; folemnly declaring, that it fjhali pever be in 
your power to diflblve the connexion formed be- 
jtween us. 

Tamper. As to you, madam, your infidelity be 
your punifliment ! — But that gentleman {hall hear 
from me, 
- Flor. I defy you, Sir! 

Emily. Nothing further remains between u*— 
leave me, Sir ! 

* — 

Tamper. I am gpne, madam ! and, fo help me, 
JHeaveh, never, never to returp I [Going* 

Enter Major Belford. 

Bel/. How ! going in a paffion ? — Htold,Ta^pper 
^-All in confufipn ! — I thought fo — and came to 
fet matters to rights again. 

Flor. What do I fee? major Belford! major Bel- f 
ford! Oh! .[Faints, 

Belf. Ha ! my name ! and fainting ! What can 
this mean? [runs and takes her in his arms} By 

Heavens, 
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Heavens, a woman ! May I hope that— HoW $ fli6 
recovers — It is, it is fhe, my dear Florival herfelf, 
and we (hall ftill be happy ! 

Tamper. Belford's Belleifle lady, as I live ! my 
rival a woman? I begin to feel myfelf very ridicu- 
lous. 

' Self. What wonder, my lQve, bas brought you 
Jrfther, and in this habit? - 

Flor. Oh, Sir, I have a long ftory to relate. At 
prefent let it fuffice to fay, that that lady's brother 
has been the nobleft of friends to me, and (he her* 
felf this morning generoufly vouchfafed to tfltke me 
under her protection. 

Belf. I am bound to them for ever. At my 
return I found letters from your father, who, fup* 
pofing you were in England with me, wrote to ac- 
quaint me, that he was inconfolable for your loft, 
and that he would confent to our union, if I would 
but affure him that you were fafe and well.— The 
next poll fhall acquaint him of our good fortune, 
»— Well, Tamper/! am not I a lucky fellow ? 

Tamper. Oh, Belford !— I api the moft miferable 
dog in the world. 

Belf. What, you have dropt your mafk, I fee— 
you're on your own legs again. I met Prattle in 
the ftreet j he ftopt hi* chariot to fpeak to mo 

about 
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'. ^AwptiyWyartd I- fou^d thathe had Wawnyou up, 
^ifd difawsrid tctHe ladies* that you were returned 
quite unhurt from the Havaniiah. 
•* fPawptr.^Did that coxcomb -betray tne? That 
'acgount$ for all Emily's behaviour— *-Oh, .mar 
jor, I am ruined paft redemption — I have behaved 
moll ^efctravagatrtly,' hoth toyour iaidy and 'Emily. 
-&fealikfctfe? be abfc to look thenrin the face again, 

Belf. Ajy ay, I. farefe w this. 'DM not I- tell you 
jhat you would expofe'^ourfdf confoundedly ? 
'However, ni be an advocate for you— My Flori- 
val fhall be an advocate for you, and I make no 
4oubt but you will be taken into favour again. 

£ntily. Does he defervc it, major? 

'Belf. ,: Why, madam, 1 1 can't iay much forhrm — 
pt myfetf either, -faithr^-we muft rely entirely on 
your goodnefs. 

Flor. He's a true penitent, l&e, madam! and 
J ? ll anfwer ibr it, he loves you to excefs— Nay, 
Jookonhim! 

Emily. Was it well done, colonel, to cheriflia 
mean diftruft of me ? to trifle with the partiality 
I had fliewn to you ? and to endeavour to give me 
pain, merely 4o (ecure a poor triumph over my 
weaknefs to yourfelf ? 

Tamper* I am afliamed to anfwer you. 

BeU. 
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Bell. Afliamed! and fo you well may, indeed! 

Tamper. I fee my abfurdity— all I wifli is to be 
laughed at, and forgiven. ^ 

Bel/. A very reafonable requeft! Come, madam, 
pity the poor fellow, and admit him to your good 
graces again. 

Flor. Let us prevail on you, dear madam ! 

Emily. Well— now I fee he is moft heartily mor- 
tified, I am half inclined to pity hup. 

Tamper. Generous Emily 1 

Bell. Go, you provoking wjretch ! *tis more than 
you deferve. [T$ Tamper* 

Tamper. It fhall be the future ftudy of my life 
to deferve thispardon [kijflfagEmitys band'\.Yte\iQT&\ 
I give you joy ! Madam, [to Florivat] I have be- 
haved fo ill to you, I fcarce know how to givp yqu 
joy as I ought. 

Belf. Come, come, no more of this at prefent— 
Now we have on all fides ratified the preliminaries, 
let us fettle the definitive treaty as (bon as we can 
-—We haye been two lucky fellows, Tamper — I 
have been fortunate in finding my miftref$> and 
ypu as fortunate in not lofing yours. 

Tamper. So we haye, Belford : And I wifh $very 
brave officer in his majefty's fervice had fecured to 
hjmfelf x fuch comfortable winter-quarters, as we 
have, after a glorious campaign* 

THE 
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COMEDY IN TWO ACTS, 


Fir/i aSfed at the Theatre^Royal in Covert-Garden^ 
on the ph of November, 1767. 


No, Septiroius; 
To be a Roman were an honour to vou, 
Did not your manners and your life take from it. 
And cry aloud, that from Rome you bring nothing 
But Roman vices, which you would plant here, 
But no feed of her virtue*. 

B. and Fletcher's Falfe One. 


ADVER- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

TH E fate of this little Comedy, on its firft ap- 
pearance, was extremely lingular. After hav- 
ingbeen very favourably received the two firft nights, 
a violent(though ffuitlefs) attempt was made to pre- 
vent its exhibition on the third. The pretence for 
this intended condemnation of the piece was, that it * 
contained not only perfonal, but even national, 
refle&iond. The author had the greateft abhorrence 
of both. The piede was written feveral^years ago j 
the very names of the perfons who fuppofed them- 
felves aggrieved, were unknown to him ; and fo far 
from intending to call an illiberal refle&ion on the . 
Irifli nation, it was evidently his main defign to vin- 
dicate the gentlemen of that country from the re- 
proach defervedly incurred by worthlefs adven- 
turers and outcafts. The gentlemen of Ireland 
appeared the forembft in his defence. The author 
is truly, fenfible of their candour on this occafion, 
and is fo confckni* of the purity of 1 hid own inten- 
tions, which he doubts not will appear, on the 
perufat of the piece, thathfe has ventured to infcribe 
it to one of the molt eminent chara&ers of that 
kingdom. 
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PROLOCOE, 


P R O L O G U E, 

Spokeh by Mr. Wo odward, 
In tie chara&er of a Gentleman-Commoner. 

* * 

FRESH From the fchools, behold' an Oxford 
fmart ! «* 

No dupe to fcience, no dull flave of art. 
As to our drefs, faith, ladies, to fay truth. 
It is a little aukward and uncouth : 
No fword, cockade, to lure you to our arm s ■ - 
But then this airy taflel has its charms. 
What mortal Oxford laundrefs can withftand 
This, and the graces of a well-ftarch'd band ? 
In this array, our {park, tvith winning air, 
Boldly accofts the froth-compelling fair: 
Faft by the tub with folded arms he ftarids, 
And fees his furplice whiten in her hands $■. 
And as ihe dive* into the foapy floods, 
Wifhes almoft himfelf Were in the fuds. 

Sometimes the Car he drives impetuous on/ 
Cut, la(h> and flafli, a very Phaeton ! 
Swift as the fiery couriers of the fun, 
Up hill and down his Yaw-bonM hacknies run $ 
Leaving, with heat half-dead, with duft half-blind, 
Turnpikes, and bawling hofts, unpaid behind. 

You think perhaps we read — perhaps we may* . 
The news, a pamphlet, or the laft new play: 

But 


PROLOGUE. 

But, for the fcribblers of th* Auguftan age, 
Horace, and fuch queer mortals, not a page i 
His brilliant fterling wit we juftly hold 
More brilliant far transform'd to fterling gold. 
Tough Euclid we digeft without much pain^ 
And folve his problems into briik Champagne. 
Fird wirfi ttfis juice — why, let the pro&or come, 
f€ Young men 'tis late — 'tistimeyou were at home." 
f * Zounds! axe you here, we cry, with your dull rules, 
u Like Banquo's ghoft, to pujh us from our Jiools ?" 

Such are ihe ftudies fmarts purfue at college— 
Oh ! we are great proficients in fuch knowledge. 
But now, no more from claffick fields to glean, 
The Mufe to Covent-Garden (hifts the fcene. 
There fhall I enter next, fans cap and gown, 
And play my part on this great ft age, the town. 

[Bowsy and going, returns. 

Soft ye, a word or two before I go » 

Our piece is callM a Comedy, you faiow; 
A two-acT: Comedy — Tho* Rome enacts, 
That every Comedy be juft five acts. 
Hence, parent Dullnefs the vain title begs 
For fqualling, dancing monfters on five legs. 
The bantling of to-night, if rear'd by you, 
Shall run, like men and women, upon two. 
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A C T . t 

Scene, Coveni-Garden* 

Enter Carelefs and KnowelL 

Carelefs. 

WELL, once more welcome to London ! 
Welcome, for a fliort week at leaft, days 
of eafe and nights of pleafure ! — What ! in the 
dumps, Charles ? Prithee, throw off that mufty 
college countenance : You breathe the air of deaf 
Covent-Garden. 

Know. So much the worfe* 

Care. So much the worfe ? So much the better, 

you mean, Charles. Is not this chearful fquarc 

beyond the dull gloom of a melancholy quadrangle ? 

fcnd the gay appearance of every one you meet, a 

M a more 
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more pleafing figbt, than a few folemn faces irf 
ftarched bands and grizel wigs ? Bat what can be 
the matter with you ? I never knew you quirrefr 
with jollity before. You were fretful and out of 
humour all the way upon the road ; but there your 
unaccountable gravity only lulled us to fleep ; but 
now, in the name of all that's happy and chearful, 
awake, man ; and be the fame jovial airy Knowelt 
you ufed to be. 

Know. You know, Frank, that I am as fond of 
Jollity as ^ou are : But I mult own, that our pre- 
fent excurfion, and our late frequent journies ta 
towft, I have particular reafons to diflike. 

Care. What reafons ? — You are certainly the 
oddeft compound that ever made up one roan. 
One miliute, all alive' and merry m y the next, tvute a 
la mort. Now would I lay ten to one that little 
flut of a filter of mine, that Polly, has done fome- 
thing to vex you. You have be-rhimed her in fome 
woeful madrigal, and flie has taken no notice of 
it : For nothing but love could fink a young fellow 
of fo much pleafantry into fuch low fpirhs. 

Know. Yes, one thing more, and but one per- 
haps, could have this effeft on me. Suppofe now 
all my uneafinefs fhould arife from ffiendfhip, from 
my friendfhip for you, Frank I 

Care* 


\.C#re. Frqm you* friendflaip fe* me/ Jmpof^e,, 
^r^twithpfct flattery, there is not a man; in t&$ 
Tjwqf ]f4 $o wbom I fhou,ld fo fopn wi(h ta \>e of ferw 
▼ice. Be quick, and clear up this myftery, antjL 
|gt me know in plain Englifh tfye caufe of all this 
|tefqu,ietude, 

JCa^. Yptt know, Carelefs, I never obje&ec}to 
amy fchen&ps qf, mirth smd jollity j pay, have often 
propofed them myfelf. I am a young man as well 
*.s yqu, lovp mirth as, weH as you, and enjoy my 
pleasures as heartily^ . JJxit I cannot hear to fee the. 
fnan whom I love belt in the world, whofe lifter 
I am doatingly fond of, and to whom I have reafpn 
%0 think, I am not indifferent-*-I cannot, bear, J 
fay, to fee that man betrayed by the goodnefe of 
his heart into ruin, and falling a prey tQ (harpers 
and pickpockets* 

Care, What can aU this mean? lharpers and 
pickpockets! , 

Knm- Hard words, I muft confefs : But, for rny 
part, I fee no difference between a cheat at the 
orange-barrow, or the hazard-table 5 nor have I 
more contempt for a poor rogue in rags than a 
rafcat in embroidery. To be plain with you, Frank, 
I believe thefe new friends of ours, thefe three 
men, to meet whom was the chief reafon that 
, M 3 brought 
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brought us to town* arc ! no better than arraufc 
(harpers; who have a mind for a few throws afr 
your eftate, and will take care to fefcure the oflds 
om their fide. ': 

Care. Away with thefe idle and ungenertms fufc 
pictons, for fhame, Charles ! They are three as 
hearty honeft fellows as any in the world. Befides^ 
they are our fellow-countrymen, you know. They 
are of the nation, honey. 

Know. National reflections are always mean and 
fcandalous. But it is owing to fuch men as thefe, 
that fo much undeferved fcandal has been thrown 
on our country : A country, which has always pro- 
duced men as remarkable for honour and geniui 
as any in the world. A few mean wretches, who 
are acknowledged rogues and vagabonds thdre, are 
no fooner landed here, than they commence fine 
gentlemen and perfons of honour. 

Care. But ftill I fee no reafon to look on thefe 
gentlemen in this odious light. Two of them e§pe- 
cially, Shark and Rook, are men of as liberal and 
gentlemanlike appearapce as I ever was acquainted 
with ; and M'Shuffle, though not quite fo genteel 
and polite, has a blunt honefty about him, which 
makes it ridiculous as well as unjuft to fufpeft him 
pf any villainy. Uefides, Rook's eftate Jies con<- 

tiguoitf 
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tagtnms to* mine, and he is vefy well acquainted 
witbAfhe whole neighbourhood* - " f 

- ^Knovb: With every acre of your eftatej that I 
dare fay ; and knows how deep he may touch you$ 
to a (hilling. As to that fmooth fpecious beha- 
viour, which takes you in, Frank, it is the common 
glofs and varnifli of many a fcoundrel, and lackers 
over moft of the (harpers in town. But in that 
rough unpoliflied rafcal M'Shuffle; the cheat is too 
grofs to pafs. The rank brogue in his mouth, with 
all that timber in his legs, andbrafs in his counte- 
nance, that hare fo long diftinguiflied the pre- 
tended Irifli jantleman from the true gentlemen of ' 
Ireland, 

Care. Come, come, Charles, no more of this y 
it is. not handfome in you. I would not have them 
fufpeft your thoughts of them on any account : 
Nor do I chufe myfelf to hear any abufe of my 
friends. 

Know. Your friends \ 

Care. I (hall always regard them as fuch till I 
have full proof to the contrary : And prithee now, 
my dear Knowell, do not diflurb the merriment 
of the company, but be as free, jolly, and fociable, 
as ufual. At the fame time I give you my word, 
t.hat when you can (hew any convincing reafons 
-, M4 that 
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tlwljth^y are Botmenof honovw^Iwill have. dart 
withthpnu Will thh fa&kfy yeM? 

rKnow P] Entirely: JJ*tf in tbehrnean time hare a 
care ; do not engage too haftily* and fuffer cor** 
vidian to qome too late for yo^r relief. 

Care* Never fear me. I ihaU be cautious, Til 
warrant you. But we lofe time : We ace in the 
land of joy now, Charles; life ialhprt, and hours 
are precious. Let'a in, . and enquire after our 
friends^and fee about the giris* ray boy : Soft, foil- 
ing, delicate, tempting rogues, Charles ! not like 
red-armed wafherwomen, and dirty bed-makers. 
Perhaps too we fliall meet with fome Oxford ac- 
quaintance \ for I know that, Bob Lounge, and Dick 
Scamper drew for their quarterage but two days 
ago 5 and they always fpend the firft week after 
they receive it in Covent-Garden. . 

Enter Po/l^boy. 

Pofl-boy. My worthy mafters, would your ho- 
nours be fo kind as to difcharge me ? 

Care. In a moment.— Now, Charles, [apart to 
KnowellJ are not you a fine fellow to abufe thefe 
gentlemen, when you know we muft borrow mo- 
ney from them, to fupport us in town? We fet out 
, from Oxford as poor as rats, have not five fhiUings 

betwixt 


T«IS OXONIAN IN TOWft i6# 

betwixt us, and were obliged to take the pdft- 
cbaife on from Maidenhead, beeaufe we had not 
man&f $© change <at the fegidar ftages. But how- 
ef*e*-~Here? waiter! 

Waiter \puthmit\ Coming, Sir I [Enter Waiter], 
Your honours are welcomfc to town. I am glad 
to fee your honours well. I hope you left all th$ 
gemmitt well at Oxford. 

Cdrs. Is your mailer at home ? 

Waiter. No> Sir \ but we expect him m every 
minwte. 

Car*. Pay the poft-boy. 

Po/t-boy. I hope your honours will be fo good 
as to remember me fom'at. A long ftage from 
Maidenhead, your honour. 

Care. Ay, ay, take half-a-crown at the bar # 
Come, Charles. [Exeunt* . 

„ Scene, a room in a Tavern. 

Enter Knowell [Waiter Jhewing bim in]. 

Know. Defire Mr. Carelefs to let me have the 
pleafure of his company as foon as he can ; and if 
Mr. Shark, or any other gentlemen of our ac- 
quaintance enquire for us, (hew them up. 

Waiter. Yes, Sir. [Exit, 

Knowell 
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if?: K<I 


\ i •■■ Khoivell fotns. 

- Poor Carelefs! He is fo fond of thefe fellows^ 
tli at nothing but his abfolute ruin would convince 
him of their villainy. To prevent which, and, at 
the fame time, to lay them quite open to hum, I 
have pretended to enter into this affbeiation, ahd 
to aft in concert with them : In which, if I were 
really in earneft, I fhould even be a greater rafcal 
than themfelves. With what joy the fcotiudrels 
lifted me in their gang ! " How ufeful I might 
" be to them ! How eafily I might draw Carelefa 
c< in! and what a pretty fortune I-might fecure to 
<* myfelf !" — And then that broad-mouthed fcoun- 
drel, M'Shuffle, fwearhig upon his fhalvation, 
/* there's no fhin in it; and fince you can get into 
" the bed company, Til fliew you two or tree trieks 
w that fliall be worth two or tree toufand a-year, 
" honey." Dogs ! — But what to do about this in- 
tended marriage ? Carelefs's referve, in this in- 
ftance, vexes me. She's a fine girl, that's the trutfy 
on't 5 and fometimes feems to be poflefled of a 
rriind and difpofition above the reft of the fifter- 
hood : Poor Frank thinks her an angel, <md worth 
forty thoufand pounds into the bargain. What 
pity it is that an exe'efs of honefly and good-nature 
thould make a man liable to be impofed on ; and 

; * '• ; ' that 
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that the fincereft warmth of friendlhip mould lay 
him open to die mod dangerous enemies! 

Enter Shark, Rook, and M< Shuffle. 

T * 

- Shark- Dear Knowell, lam glad to fee you in 
town. How do you ? 

..Rpok* | Welcome, welcome, pharles. How is't, 
my boy f 

Know* Hearty, hearty, my lads. Your hand> 
Shark !~iRoak, yours!— Honed M'Shuffie J lam 
glad to fee you. 

M'Sb. Arrah, my little honey*, I am glad to 
fee your face in town again, and am glad you arc 
one of us ; for you're as honeft a cratur as ever 
won a toufand pound by two or tree little tricks, 
hqney. 

Know. But where's Carelefs all this while ? What 
is he doing below? 

Rook. Oh! he's in fine fpirits ; in a fine humour 
to be takcn'in. By the rhird or fourth bottle after 
fupper, we (hall do for him. He's now drinking 
burnt Champagne with Charlotte Brifkj and three 
or four more girls, in the Daphne. 

Know. Well, matters go on fwimmingly, gentle- 
men. He fufpefts nothing. We (hail touch him 
for a few thoufands. 

fif'Sh. Oh, never fear it, Billy Baker ! He 

fhalj 
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(hall pay us all at laft. J lent him twenty guinea* 
jtrft now, but he (hall lend them me back again by* 
aiid^by, when I win them of him, and a good deal 
more to them, faith. 

Know. Ay, ay, don't let us do the thing by 
halves, but put your fcheme in full force this very 
evening. You may eafily get him into play, for 
when he is tipfy he is fond of it. Win a good 
round fumof him, and take his bond for it imme* 
diately. Rook, you were clerk to an attorney, and 
know enough of the law to draw it up on the {pot* 
In a day or two, prefs him home for the money $ 
and then he will be glad to marry Lucy asfoon as 
poffible, to extricate birofelf, He will be obliged 
to fnap at the fcheme, without having time to look 
too deeply into it,' and we (hall finiih the -whol$ 
bufinefs before he goes out of town again. 

Shark. Admirable ! why, Knowell, you are i 
perfect Machiavel in thefe matters ; an excellent 
contriver. 

Ktooiv. Oh, Sir! no compliments, I befeech you. 
Put, now I think on% I had better be out of the 
room, while you are at it, to prevent fufpicion. 

Rook. By all means. Give me your hand, Charles; 
J am glad we have you, by Jupiter; for you 
are the only young fellow of fpirh I ever knew that 

was bred at the univerfity. 

Shark. 
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Skark. Oh, he's a genius ! Thofe fneaking 
dog's have none of them foul enough to live at the 
ratd erf a thoufand a-year, without the certain in* 
come of a (hilling. 

Knotv. Why really, gentlemen, this is more 
free and eafy than a moping college life, I "niuft 
confefsj and to be let into the fecrets of the know- 
ing-ones is a genteeler fubfiftence, and wiJl intro- 
duce one into better company than all the learning 
that can be fcraped together at the univerfity. 

M'Sh. Laming ! oh, that muft be very ftupid J 
Buty pray, what do they all do at this lhamc 
tmivarfhity ? 

Know* Do ? why, fome few unaccountable fel- 
lows cultivate the arts and fciences, and fludy the 
languages. 

M*Sb. The languages! — Do they underfiand 
Irifli, honey ? 

Know. No, faith, I don't believe any of them 
are in the lead acquainted with it. 

M'Sb. Oh, then the devil burn me, if mine 
ownfhelf, or Paddy the chairman in the Pee-a-ches, 
is not a grater fcholar than any of them [gabbles 
IriJK]. Can they talk fo, my dear ? 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Know. No, indeed, they can't. 

Shark. 
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Shark* But bark ye, Charles j you have a good 
large acquaintance in the univerftty; could not you 
bring up two or three more fools of great eftaAes, 
and introduce us to them ? 

Rook. I remember young Claflick, and Ton* 
Eafy, were in company with you about three weeks 
ago. Both their fathers were very rich ; the lads 
feem to be very raw, and to know but little of the 
world ; and, I dare fay, would bleed freely. 

Know. Ay, ay, we'll unfeather the whole neft 
in time. This filly bird is faft enough limed, 
I warrant him. But, gentlemen, before we. pro- 
ceed any further, a word with you. I muft infift 
on very handfome terms, or I break with you im- 
mediately. 

§bark and Rook. How ? what ? 

M'Sb. Tunder and oons ! what's the matter' 
now, honey ? 

Know. Why, look ye, gentlemen, I am of fome" 
confequenee, I know j and can be of great ufe to 
you in this, as well as feveral other affairs. There- 
fore let me know how high you rate my fervice,that 
I may judge whether I can afford to work for you. 

Shark. Oh, we fliall not quarrel about that, 

Charles. As. we all go hand in hand in the bufi* 

nefs, we wiil divide equally, (hare and fhare alike* 

xj M<Sh. 
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*><&f € 8b>. Ay, ay, never be unafy about • that. 
We'll all four go halves, my dear. * 

Know. Content. Well, fince all is fettled, now 
to bufinefs. Where's Carelefs? We fhall have 
him gdt tipfy too foon for us. Oh ! here he comes, 
with -Charlotte, and a whole bevy of women. 

Enter Carelefs y Charlotte, and other ladles ofpleafure* 

Carelefs, at entering. 

" Dance and fing, 

<c Time's on the wing, 

<c Life never knows the return of the fpring; 

" Ours is not to-morrow." [Singing* 

Waiter ! Burn another bottle of Champagne y and 
go and enquire what are the plays to-night._ 

Know. Well, Frank, have you ordered fupper ? 

Care. Supper ! Ay, and I have taken care to 
provide you : fome other difhes too* my bucks. 
H^rs they are ; tender as, chickens, and plump as 
partridges. Am I not an excellent caterer f 

Know. Finedifhes, indeed! and very well dreft. 
[Turning the girls about.'] Charlotte* how are you, 
my girl ? Polly, give me a kifs, huffy. Dear 
Nancy ! [goei round to all the women.~] Welly how 
do you ail ?ra$ gay* and in as high fpirits as ever. 

CharU 
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Chart. Why, I thought we mould never have 
feen you again. You have riot been in town this 
fortnight. 

Know. This fortnight ? not thefe hundred years! 

2d Lady. Charlotte and I were going to take a 
poft-chaife, and go down to Oxford to pay you a 
vifit ; only the what-d'ye-call-em's, the do SI or s % 
would take us up, they faid. . 

Care. Rot the pro£lors and Oxford all together, 
with all my heart! London fhallbe my univerfityj 
and here I'll take my degrees in mirth and jollity. 

^clLady. I wifh I may die, if I don't wonder 
how they do to live there. A pack of men toge-> 
^iher, without any women amongft them ! 

4th Lady. Oh, ma'am ! I can aflure you they 
lives very well. I was an Oxford girl myfclf. My 
father was a barber, and mayor of the town once. 
It was a gentle man-commoner of MatUri s College 
(a fweet, pretty, dear, good-natured man as ever 
lived) that firft ruined me j and has been a parti- 
cular good friend to me ever fince. Oh, my dear 
Jack Airy ! When will he be in town ? why did 
not you bring him up along with you ? 

Care. Why, poor Jack has got into a fad fcrape 
with the doSforSy as you call them, about a riot ; 
and fo they have confined him to college for a 

month. 
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Month. It 19 a pity they did not rufticate him, 
Charles; for then he .might have been in town the 
whole time. But he'll come up again foon, with 
a pocket-full of money, and then, Nancy— But 
here comes the wine. - 

Enter Waiter with wine. 

Care. Fill a round of bumpers. Come, Nancy; 
here's Jack's health. £ Drinks."] Knowell, give me 
your hand, my buck ! This is life, this is the 
thing ! 

"No mortals on earth are fo halppy as we." [Sings* 

Shark. Well faid, Carelefs; you're in fine fpirits 
to-night. 

Care. In fpirits ! Ay, and we'll all be in fpirits 
too. Well, what are the plays, Waiter ? 

Waiter. All in the Wrong, and Queen Mab, at 
one houfe ; and Richard the Third, and a new 
Farce, at the other. 

Care. Oh, we'll all go to the new Farce. That's 
the thing. We : ll all help to damn it — Ten to one 
but there's a riot. — We'll kick up a duft, I warrant 
you; and fee if we Oxonians can't make a riot 
as well as any towivblood in London ; heyi 
Charles ? 

Know. With all my heart. 
Vol. IV. N Cymbal 
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<fyrial and Tfthr m£ fipe y without. 

Carr. tfingf]. * Gteen grows>theru{hcs,0 1" &c. 
There they go, Charlotte. 

Chart. Oh ; there's the blind man. Do, Carelefs, 
let's have him up, and have a dance. 

Know. A dance ? Why A we're all going to the 
play. 

Care. Never mind the play. It will be time 
enough two hours hence to go and hifs the Farqe. 
Let a waiter go and keep us one of the green- 
boxes, and in the mean time we'll right-hand and 
left, crofs over, and figure in. Hey* Charlotte ? 

Chart. Ay, ay, a dance firft, and then the play j 
and then back to fupper ! 

All the Ladies. Oh, by all means* 3 dance! 

Care. Why then, fend up the pipers, Waiter. 

Waiter. Yes, Sir. [£*#> Waiter. 

Rook {apart* to Know J] Zounds, Charles, this wiB 
never do* It will be impoffible to manage our bu* 
'fmefs, if the girls are here after fupper. 

Know. Very true 5 and therefore they fhaU not 
be here. Polly, come here, my dear; I want to 
fpeak with you. ^ [Takes her afide. 

Shark. Charlotte, a word with you. 

Care. Have a care, Shark. Faith, I {hall be 
jealous, if you take Charlotte into a corner. 

Cbarh 
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Charl. Jealotas ? Oh, to be fure ! 

Shark. You need not, I promife you. I'll only 
make love to hfer for a minute or two. 

Care. Won't you ? Why then, for a minute or 
two I'll make love to my little Oxford Nancy here. 

Shark. Hark ye, Charlotte. Hook and Knowell, 
and Ij have a little bufinefs toith Carelefs alone, 
after the play \ fo we wifh you wpuld give him the 
flip, and go home, arid he (hall be with you by one, 
at furtheft. 

Chdft. WkH all ihy heart. Afid ft wiU db nicely 
for fhe ; for I h&ve protoifed a very good friend of 
afttote/ out of tie city, fo mefct him after the play 
to-night at the Rofe ; fo I can fefc him purely, and 
he'll hfe bMig^d i6 go htfriie to his wife ataid family 
by twelve. 

M f Sh. Arrah, that's a good little girl. [Riffes her. 

l tiar*. What, M^huffle poaching fob? Nay, then 
itfsftiftic te take care of the gafoe, as lord of the 
inanor. Corhe 1 , Charlotte \ [Mujick playing, a mintiet 
ftitbtut.J Here they cornel \firtter mafkk* 

. Ladies. A country dance ! A country dance, 
immediately ! 

Care. Come then, call a dance. Charlotte fhall 
fcfc my pfcrtne* ! 

CharL PTay up Patty's Vagaries. 

Care. Ay, ay; Patty's Vagaries. [A dance. 

Nz ACT 
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A C T II. 

4 -- 

Scene, the Tavern. 

Carelefs, Knowell* Shark, Rook, M'Shuffle, fitting 

round a table, drinking* 

Carelefs. 

COME, come, Shark ; I mult infift on your 
drinking your own toaft in a bumper* Nay, 
nay, I fee day-light in your glafs ftilL There, there* 
[filling it up."] Come, here's The girl that we love, 
and the friend^ we can trujl ! [all drink.'] Deuce 
take the girls, for .not coming back from the play 
with us ! 

Know. Let them ftay away, a pack of gypfies! 
It is hard if we can't make ourfelyes merry over 
our bottle. We have good wine before us, and 
we'll be as happy as princes. Come, Frank, drink 
my fentiment in a bumper. Here's to the filling of 
empty glaffes, and the emptying of full ones. 

Care. With all my heart. Here's to the filling of 
empty glajfes, and the emptying of full ones, [all drink. 

M*Sh. Ayj here's to the fullfijling of empty 

bumpers. 

Care. 


j 
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Care. Ha, ha, ha ! — Now this is honeft, Charley 
and fociable, and as it fhoujd be. Gentlemen, there 
is not a more* hearty honeft fellow than my friend 
Charles here, under the fun. 

M'Sk. Upon my (houl and I don'tbelieve there 
is, honey. The devil burn me, if I don't think 
he^s as hpneft as any of us. 

Know. Oh, Sir, I am infinitely obliged to you. 

Care. Pfliaw ! rot your compliments. Pufh 
?bout the bottle, 

44 Drink and drive care away, 

€€ f)rink and be merry i" [Sings, 

Know, {apart to Shark.] This will do. The more 
finging, the fooner he'll be in for it. But do you 
and Rook take care to keep yourfelves fober, and 
let M c Shuffle challenge his next toaft in a pint- 
bumper. 

Rook. Never fear ; we'll manage him. _^ 

Care. I wiih we had met with Bob Lounge, and 
Dick Scamper, as we expedled. And then to have 
iio girls neither ! Faith, if Charlotte does not come 
foon, FI1 fend for fomebody elfe. 

Know. Poor Carelefs ! 

Enter Waiter. 

' Waiter [to KnozvJ] A chairman, Sir, that fays 

N 3 your 
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your honour x ordered him to call, is waiting for 

you. ^ 

Know. Very well! Til come to him imme? 

diately. 

Care. You don ? t intend to leave us, Charles? 

Know. I muft, faith.— A woman of fafhion, I 
allure you; and when a lady's in the cafe, you 

kno w ' 

Care. Rot your ladies ! I foppofe this woman of 
fafhion is one of the orange-girls, that you made 
an appointment with at the p&yhoufe. 

Know. No, no, a demirep of quality. But I 
(haVt ftay long. I am a man of difpatch, and will 
be with you again in an hour, or two. 

Care. Pray do, Sir. I {hall fcore up every bum- 
per you mifs, and we'll vote you to drink them al} 
when you come back, I promife you. 

Know. With all my hearts So adieu, gentlemen, 
and reft you merry I [Exit. 

Care. I wifh your woman of fafhion may jilt yqij, 
with all my heart !— A dog ! to leave a parcel of 
jolly fellows and good claret !— Jtyt cpipe ! wher$ 
ftahds the bottle ? 


f Let's be gay, 

f< While we may," &c. 


Come, 
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Come, : lotY h avc a catcfr, ; a Ra.nshgH: cat^h j for 

dfcufs all fbe fofliiosa now, you limxw. 

££#?£ rf *tf/f£, tfW tbefcenedofes upon them. 

/ . ... 
Lucy's Lodgings.. 

Enter Knotuell aha^ Servant. 

r 

•■'•'■"- I • 

5/rv. Sir, I'll let my miffrefs khoW you are here, 
and {he'll wait on you immediately. . [Exit. 

Kmnoell folus. 
t66t Frank ! H<£ Kttfe thiAfcs that I hav6 an irV 

» 

vitation from his lady before his rfiarrage. But PH 
he Revenged on him for keeping this affair a fecret 
, ftotti rile, by preventing its being his ruin. But 
kt me fee; what fays her billet-doux ? 

[Pulls out a letter. 

" To Charles Knowell, Efq. 

"Sir, 

€€ um— um — half fo much of the lover as of 

** the wit and the gentleman — um — um — um — the 

** plea Jure of your company to-night by eleven—um — 

* c expecl you alone — ?-»• 

" Tours, Lucy Mayfeld." 

A very gallant epiftle, truly! and no bad pi&ure of 
jthe lady ! She would make an excellent wife. But 

N 4 I hear 
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I hear her coming. I fhallufe as little ceremony 
as fhe feems to do ; and by that time this bufinefs 
is fettled here, things will be ripe for our appear* 
ance at the tavern. My dear Lucy ! 

Enter.Lucy* 

Lucy. Sir, your humble fervant. I am glad to 
find you fo punctual. I almoft began to think you 
would not come. 

Know. Not come, my jewel ? I received your 
note with more tranfport, than I (hould a fujnmons. 
from the firft duchefs in the kingdom f 

Lucy; Well, I mult believe you: You mult be 
a man of fpirit, or you could never have joined fp ' 
heartily in our defign upon Carelefs. Poor filly 
devil ! where is he ? what are they doing with 
him ? 

Know. He's at the' tavern with Shark and the 
reft of them ; very bufy by this time, I dare fay. 

Lucy. Bufy?' ' ► , ,.,,- , 

Know. Ay, my dear, this is the night of aftiorit 
the bufinefs fcf to-night will fhorteh the ftene of 
courtlhip between you molt wonderfully. They 
are loading his eftate in reverfion with a heavy 
mortgage or two; which may ; now-a*days be conr 
fulered as a kind of matrimonial charm, fince th.ey 

are 
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are always obferved to give a man a great inclina- 
tion for. a wife., . 

Lxcy. Byt fbo,uld not you be there too ? How 
will the bufinefs go on without you ? 

Know. Much better than if I were there. My 
abfence prevents all fufpicion. iBut I can aflure 
you-, Lucy* yow are much obliged to us for engag- 
ing him at play, , for he intended to have truanted 
to-njght with Charlotte Brifk. 

Lucy. Oh, the impudent creature ! But I'll be 
even wtfih hinv 

Kmw. Well, faith, I think he loves you as well 
as nioft men <Jo their wives, wfro marry for money. 
You muft confider you are very rich, Lucy, and 
he takes, y<?u mprely for your fortune. 

Lucy, Very true. I had forgot my fortune. Oh, 
how- he'll bounce, and rave, and tear, when the 
fegret comers out > and he finds that this notable 
fcheine jtjOrtake, thp mortgages off his eftate has 
only laid a heavier clog on it ! But I (hall at leaft 
enjoy tbetcomforts of a fcparate maintenance, and 
a tite-fr4ite with nay dear Charles here. 

Know. Dear, charming girl ! how fhall I make 
you amends for thi$ ? 

Lucy. Ohj I'll call you to an account, Sir !— 
You (ha'n't die in my debt, I promife you.- But 

don't 
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don't you riuak the old gentleman will be mightily 
pleafed with this match, and will hug his wife 
heir and daughter-in-law mod lovingly, when we 
fall on our knees to aik our good papa's bleffing ? 

Know. Ay ; that's a part of the bufinefs I am 
afraid you won't like. 

Lucy. The young gentleman is of age, you 
know, and consequently has fenfe enough todif- 
pofe of his fweet perfon properly.— Not like it ? I 
defrre no better fport. ' Why, ca$ any woman, 
who is going to be married to a man (he don't Kke, 
iave a prettier profyeft than a certainty of a genr 
teel provifion for getting rid of him ? 

Know. But then the other affair — the grand fe- 
cret of ypur marriage— TliaJ muft produce a fine 
riot ! 

Lucy. So much the better. I am fond of a riot 5 
I love noife and buftle j nothing of eenfequence 
can be done without it. Well, I am an odd crea- 
ture. I fuppofe you think me a ftrange fond thing 
now* to fend you fuch a note, without fo much a$ 
the leaft profeffion on your part beforehand. 

Know. Profeffioris, my dear, would but poorly 
exprefs my regard for you. I can aflure you, \ 
had rather be in your company to-night than with 
any other, perfon in the whole world. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy. Well, i «niift tafce your word~Bmt the 
Servant tells me that your chair waits; Prithee 
discharge it, for I fliaVt part with you m bafte, I 
promife you. 

Know. Thank you, my dear angel! You pre- 
sent my very wiflies.— IJere, hid the chairman 
come up ! — As backward as I may have appeared 
in my addrefies, I cam aflure you, Lucy, I have had 
a defign up^n you for fome time. 

Lucy. Go, you fly ctevil, yoaJ 

phaivtn. Did? your honour pleafe fco want me ? 

Know. Ay. There 1 that's the laidy. 

Lucy* Howl what J 

Chair m. [Going up to her y and producing a Jhort 
Conftabl£i fluff from under bis great coat] Only a 
warrant from juftice Mittimus, to apprehend you, 
piadam. 

Lucy. Apprehend me, fellow ? For what ? 

Chair m* On a fpecial information, made by 
JEharles Knowell, Efq. 

Lucy* How, Sir ! Is this teue ? 

Know. Very true, indeed, madam. 

Lucy. Is this your. defign upon me? Wretch! 
—Villain!— Monfter!— But it's all in vain. I 
won't go with you* How dare you, fellow, offer 

to 
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to apprehend me ? [to the con/lable] touch me, if 
you dare. And you, Sir ! [to KnoweW] I {hall 
call you to account for making this riot and buftle 
in my houfe. 

Know. Oh, ma'am, Pm fond of a riot\ I love 
noife and buftle \ nothing of confequence can be done 
without it. — But look ye, madam — to ufe but few 
words with you — Either fubmit quietly to go along 
with Mr. Slap here, or he has not only his partner 
below, but half-a-dozen more lufty myrmidons 
within call, who, in fpite of all your houfe, will 
oblige you to fubmit to his authority. 

Lucy. Infamous villain ! Deftru&ion feize me, 
if I am not revenged ! [Burfts into tearu 

- Know. Whenever you can, I don't doubt it. 
But the prefent hour is mine, madam, and I'll 
make the beft ufe of it. Mr. Slap, [to the conftahle\ 
be fo.good as to wait below a minute or two; 
and I will endeavour to prevail with the lady to 
go with us by fair means, if poflible. 

Chairm. I'll be within call, your honour ! [Exit. 

Know. If ufing art to deteft the villainy of others 
be infamous, I am indeed a villain j and as fuch, 
I dare fay, you look upon me. But whatever I 
am, you mult conGder, madam, that you are at, 
prefent in my power. 
Lucy. And therefore you will ruin me ? 

Know. 
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Know. No, unlefs it is entirely your own fault. 
In confideration of your fex and youth, and fome- 
thing I fee in you fuperior to the wretches you are 
in league with, I have hit on a method of refcu- 
ing'you from the punifhment that mud fall on 
them. 

Lucy. By what means ? 

Know. Only affift me in the full difcovery of 
this Slack defign upon Carelefs, and you'fhall plead 
in your excufe the having entered into this fcheme 
with the fame views that I did, and be admitted a 
joint-evidence againft Shark, Rook, and M'Shuffle. 

Lucy. Well, I am in your hands ; fb you may 
do what you pleafe with me. 

Know. Why then, now, Lucy, we are friends 
again. — But to our bufinefs— We'll about it diredl- 
Jy»— Honeft Slap and his partner, who brought 
me here, (hall return with you. They are at the 
tavern ftill, and I dare fay poor Carelefs ifc by this 
time in a condition that will give him caufe to re- 
joice at our arrival. Corriei madam f 
- Lucy. Shy I attend you. — Oh, if women knew 
the dangers they court, when they fall into infa- 
mous courfe$j how earneftly would they drive to 
avoid them ! . * [ExeunU 

Scene 3 
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Seem, the Tavern* 

* 

Carelefs, Shark, Aook, M'Shuffie, fitting at a tabt/j 
with cards 9 dice, &c. before them. 

Care* {throwing the dice.'] Seven's the main.— » 
Damnation ! Hell ! Curd luck ! Loft again ! 
Well, Sir ! [to Shark] that makes up three thou* 
fend. — I'll play no more. 

Shark. Poh, prithee, Carelefs, never be uneafyy 
man! There will be a run of ill-luck with every 
body fonietimes. But to give you the faireft chance 
in the world, I'll cut the catfds with you* once and 
no more, double or quit. 

Care. Damn the cards- !— -But for once-^-Well-^ 
Come then-— {cutting] Seven of hearts ! 
' Shark {cutting]* Ten of fpades. 

Care. Death a»d the devil f ■ " Six thoufand 
pounds ! [throws away the cards and comes forward^ 
Oh) Charles, where are you? I fee myibllyy now 
it is too late* > 

Shark. Don't make yourfelf unhappy, Frank. 1. 
am a little in luck to-night to be fare : But 111 give' . 
you your revenge,, whenever you pfkafe j and- 1 
dare fay you will be no lofer at Jaft. 

Rook. Faith, Shark, you have had an immenfe 
run to-night. But I am very forry for Carelefs, 

and 
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and am more concerned about him than the fiv* 
hundred I have loft myfelf. 

M S?h. Oh, never heed it, honey ! It will be all 
one when you have paid it. [to Carelefs* 

Care. Paid it ! Death ! What (hall I do?— Mr. 
Shark, how ata I to : fatisfy you in this affair i 'I 
can as fqon raife fix thoufand devils as fix thoufand 
pounds at prefeat. 

Sharks My dear Frank, it's very eafy to fatisfy 
me. Only give me your note to-night. Tomorrow 
morning FU takfe your bond for the money, and 
L will beg the favourtrf thefe gentlemen to be wit- 
nefles to it. Come, come, Carelefs, don't be caft 
down aibout it. It can't be help'd, you know. Give 
me your note, and we'll think no mor^ about it. 
You (hall find me a gentleman, and— - 

Enter KnowelL 

Know* How now, my buqks? how are you all ? 
Hey-day ! What, in the name of wonder, is the 
matter with you; ?-^Ca»relefs ! Whatj in the dumps, 
Frank ! You breathe the air of dear Covent-Garden. 

Care* Oh, my dear Chaxles, don't torture me, I 
befeech yoiu 

■ Knew* Tortiuc you! What now? I left you 
fcarce an hour ago driaking and hollaing like a 

mad 
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mad thing; and now I find you as dull and mefan* 
choly as a freih-maYi at college after a jobation. 

Care. Since you left us, I have been fool enough 
to play, and have loft fix thoufand pounds to 
Shark. 

1 Know. Six thoufand pounds !— You have made 
fiiort work of it, gentlemen, and difpatdied a great 
deal q£ bufinefs in a very little time. — Mr. Shark I 
a word with you, if you pleafe. — This is a good 
round fum ; I muft infift upon four thoufand. 

[Apart to Shark. 

Shark. You fhall have your fourth, as agreed 
upon, and no more. 

Know. Then lam off. [Going* 

Shark. Nay, hold ! You fliall have a third- 
two thoufand. 

Know. Oh, Sir, I fha'n't ftay to capitulate—— 
{breaking from him] Carelefs, you fha'n't pay a 
frilling of this money. 

Rook. Not pay it, Sir? 

M'Sb. Tunder and oons f Tatterafliion ! what: 
do you mean, honey ? 

Know, [to Rook and M ( Shuffle.] Thank you, gen- 
tlemen ! Your furprize has obliged me. NTow the 
mafk begins to drop off; not hut your proceedings 
were pretty barefaced before. 

M<Sh. 
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APSh. Barefaced ! 

Know. Oh, good Mr. M'Shuffle, don't be out- 
rageous. I fliall go very calmly to work.r 1 

fay, Carelefs, you fhaVt pay a {hilling of this 
money. 

Care. Oh, I mud ; I mult, indeed, Charles. Sup- 
pofihg your fufpicions to be true, it is impoflible 
to prove them, and I am bound in honour to pay 
the money. So, Mr. Shark, I'll give you my note 
immediately. 

Know. It is not impoflible to prove them— You 
fhall give no note. 

Shark. Mr. Carelefs, you have behaved like a 
man of honour, and a gentleman, and as fuch I 
always regarded you. But as for your friend there, 
I lhall find a time 

Know. Find a time, Sir ! — There's none like 
the prefent time — Nay, take your hand from your 
fword : I'll encounter you with your own weapons; 
a little art, Mr. Shark \ two or tree little tricks, 
Mr. M'Shufile. — You (hall give no note, Frank.— 
I will produce a perfon that fliall lay down the 
whole fum for you immediately. Will that fatisfy 
you, gentlemen ? 

Shark. Yes, Sir. 

Can. What do you mean, Charles ? 
Vol. IV. O Know. 
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Knqw. Patience a .minute I— I wiU be with yoil 
again immediately. \ExiU 

Shark. What can this fellow mean l I don't iw>- 
derftand him. He behaves very oddly, tnetbi$cs. 

Rooi. I don't like hint. We wer$ fools to be 
drawn in to truft, him. He has been /meaty all 
along. 

JftSb. Devil burn me, if he has not got little 
Lucy with him ! If file ihould prove falfe now* an4 
teU the whole truth* hoaxes ? 

Re-enter Knowelly with Lucy. 

Know. Here, gentlemen ! here's fufficient fe- 
curity for as many thoufands as you pleafe. 

Care. My Lucy ! This is generous beyond ex- 
preflion. — Do you, madam^ intereft yourfelf in 
my diftrefs ? how can I return you proper thanks ? 

Lucy. I deferve no thanks at your hands, Sir! 
Give them to your friend Mr. Knowell. He is the 
only perfon to whom they are due. 

Caye. More myfteries f Explain, Charles, for 
heaven's fake. 

Lucy. That, Sir, muft be my province: And 
fince, in fpite of my prefent fituatiori, | cannot re- 
late this dark hiftory of my fhame without a con- 
feious abhorrence of it, I {hall be as brief as pof- 

* fiblc. 


TriE OXONIAN IN TOWN. t 9 $ 
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fibte. In a word then, Sir, the friendfhip of thefe 
men for you, and your intended marriage with irte, 
was all a Uid fcheme concerted for your ruim ' ' ■ 

'G#re> How ! vilkte I Bvti by what means ? Pray 
go on, -madam.' •'" 

Lucy. Firft, Sir, they were to draw you' into 
play, and, by packed cards and loaded dice, make 
you lofe a confiderable . fusm to them. This, it 
feems* they have already effected. Then* Sir, yovt 
were to have been decoyed to marry me, (whom! 
you fuppofed a g.reat fortune) which would have 
made you liable to a falfe debt of ten thoufand 
pounds, due from me to Shark upon a bond.- Here, 
Sir, is the bond, with the blanks not yet filleci up, 
unfigned, and unfealed. [Delivers a bond. 

Care. Monftrous rafcals ! But pray, madam 

Lucy. You (hall know all immediately. — Having 
thus ftripped you of fo large a part of your fortune* 
the confederates were to divide the fpoils among 
them 5 and all thefe defigns upon you would moil 
probably Jiave fucceeded, if Mr. Knoweli had not 
dived into the plot, and by an artful pretence of 
furthering and aflifting it, entirely overthrown it. 

Care. Honeft, generous Kndwell ! How have I 
deferved fuch a friend ? 

JCnow. My dear Frank, no more of this.— To be 

O 2 able . 
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able to ferve a perfori one loves, is furely the higKefl: 
reward. — But we'll defer ftating the meafure of 
obligations and acknowledgments, till we have put 
a final itroke to this buiinefs. — Here, my ndneft 
friends there! Meftieurs Slap and Co. waft in, 
gentlemen. 

Enter Slap y and other officers. 

There ! thbfe are your prisoners. 
, Slap, [to Shark) &c.~\ We feize you, gentlemen, 
by authority of a warrant from juftice Mittimus. 

Rook. Nay, then all's over, the game's up. 

M'Sh. The devil's in the dice tho', my dear.' 

Know. Mr. Slap, take care of your prifoners 
to-night : In the morning, we'll attend you to the 
juflice's. We'll be bail for the appearance of the 
lady. 

Slap* We'll take care, Sir, I warrant you. Never 
do you fear, my worthy matters ! — Come along, 
gentlemen. 

M ( Sh. If I once got well out of this fhame 

; . fcrape, upon my fhoul I would not pretend to be 

a jontleman any longer, but would "beg my way 

back, as I came here, faith, with a hay-fork in my 

hand. [Exit with Shark , &c. 

Know. You muft know, Frank, t;hat Lucy is 
under our protection : I'll let you into the parti- 
culars by-and-by. < 

Care. 
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Care. JDear Charles, you have faved /ne from 
ruin* How infinitely am I obliged to you ! 

Know. Nay, no more of that, prithee, now. 
, Care. Well, ^harles, I will fay no more of my 
obligations, to you, fince I fhall have almoft an im- 
mediate opportunity oF making you a recompenfe, 
which I believe you will be fond of. I will acquaint 
my father of this whole affair as foon as poflible, 
and at the fame time let him know of the fondnefs 

r 

that lias fo long fubfifted between you and Polly; 
and, faith, I think your marrying her, Charles, is 
a more agreeable conclufion of this bufinefs, than 
my being tied to little Lucy here. 

Lucy. I am confeious, Sir, that I deferve all you 
can fay of me; but I can aflure you that I am 
heartily forry for the concern I have had in this 
bufinefs, and I hope my future conduct will con- 
yince you of my repentance. — In the mean time, 
Sir, give me leave to fay that it would be happy 
for every young ftudent of the univerfity, if his 
journies to London (hould turn out as improving 
lectures as your own : And happy indeed would it 
be for every geritleman who engages at play, if he 
had fuch a friend as yourY, to convince him that 
nothing but folly or knavery can draw people to 
the hazard-tablet! ' * * ' 

O3 i E F I- 


1 i 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mattocks. 


i, A 


Enttr? with a pack of cards* , 

HERE they are, ladies J—*-— Should thefe 
charming packs ^ 

Be doubly loaded whb a filthy tax £ ? ' 

My card to yoa*% my lord, a thoufahd poiitid ! /v 
Oh, charming fport ! ©fy, nMg&t Ideal 'em roti^dj 
Yet I will life 'em > and, oh, deign to lift ! 
Tho' *tis no ledture on the game of whift. 

The future doom of gamefters to explore, 
J, like the Sybil's leaves, the cards turn o'er. 
Nor, think, ye fair, thefe books of fate deceive, ' 
TThefe pnly books 'tis modifli to believe. 

Firft, with long ftaff, (hort cpat, a fwaggering 
(park, ' 
Some gambler 'prentice, or attorney's clerk, 
His fortune aik$-~-what card defcribe6 thefe cubsr? 
Oh ! here I have him— ^-in the knave of clufc. 
By clear conftru£Uon of thefe pips I read, 
Thus he will play his cards, and thus fucceed: 
At hazard, faro, brag, he joins the groupe, 
A-qd ends a knave, as he commfenc'd a dupe ; 

■'■■■' ' • And 


EPILOGUE, 

And thence his broken fortunes to repair, 
At Hounflow firft, then Tyburn, takes the air. 

Here, in the king of diamonds , pi&ur'd ftahds 
An heir, jiift warm in his dead father's lands. 
Now hey for cards and dice ! his elbows fliake j 
The fympathizirig trees and acres quake. 
His cooks lament, dogs howl, and grooms regret 
Their fate depending on each defperate bet. 
Jtfowdup'd, the bullet whizfijes thro' his head, 
And-flaatters duft to duft, by lead to lead. C 

Lo ! next to my prophetic eye, there; ftarta <"> 
A beauteous gamefter, in the queen of hearts. 
The cards are dealt* the fetal pool is loft, 
And all her golden hopes for ever croft. 
Yet ftill this card-devoted fair I view, 
^Vfeate'er her luck, to honour ever true : 
So tender there, if debts croud faft upon her* 
She'd pawn her virtue to preferve her honour. 

Thrice happy were my art, could I foretell. 
Cards would be foon abjur'd by each fond belle I 
3Tet I pronounce, who cherilh ftill this vice, 
And the pale vigils keep of cards and dice, 
/Twill in theirsharms ftrangehavock make, ye fairi 
Which rouge in vain fhall labour to repair. 
Beauties fliall grow mere hags, toafts wither'd jades, 
Frightful, and ugly as the queen offpfidts! 
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PORTRAIT. 


B U R L E T T A. 


Firfi afted at the Theatre-Royal in Covert-Garden^ 
on the 12th of November ', 1*7 to. 


The MUSICS by Dr. ARNOLD, 


ADVER- 


t- *~ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


'"> .. 


THIS Burletta is founded on a favourite piece 
of the Italian comedy at Paris, called Li 
Tableau P/trlant. The Portrait was kindly re- 
ceived on the Englifli ftage; a fuccefs, which the 
Author attributed to the candour and indulgence 
of the publick, as well as to the excellence of the 
feveral performers^ and the agreeable mufick of 
Mr. Arnold, at whofe immediate inftance the piece 
was undertaken, and completed in very few hourSt 


CHARACTERS* 


V 
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Fm tender- — afr Leander fcnew : 

Leander, deareft fwain f 
Lotdng arfd true — ah, when will you, 

Sweet youth, return again ? ( v v 

How foft were thy graces ! , > 

How clofe thy embraces ! 

How^meltingthy kifles f 

Oh, ravifhing blifles ! I 

Let her fay, let her do all {he can, v 

How ihould a young maiden refift a yoimg QiW ? 

R SClTATlV E.' 

With heroines in romances 4 

It was the conftant tirade, 
To tell their (lories to fome confidante y 

But when, a fmart gallant 

Makes amorous advances, 
A modern l«tdy Wufts her chambermaid 
And here comes mine : 

Trufty, the* flippant, Colombinc" 

Enter Cokmbini. '* 

Oh, Colombine ! thy kind advice ! 
What fhall I do ? refolve me in a trice J; 

Colom. Be rul'd by me, Til end ycui' forrow foon, 
Ifab. What (hall I do? 

! Colom. Do ? Marry Pantaloon; 

Ifab, 


Ifab* Many my guardian ? Pr'ythee hold! 

Colom. He's prudent - 

^7*. He's extremely old,; 
Cohm. He's loving, and he rolls in gold. 
A rare rich hufband ! 

I/aL He # s extremely 6ld. 
Colom. Stricken in years no doubt— what then ? 
lie's conftant — — 

Ifdb. He's threefcore arid teri. 
Cohm. Threefcore aftd tett ! a' charming foufld, 
When join'd to threefcore thoufand pound. 

A I R. 

Ah, madam, refleft 

To what you object, 
The older a hufband the better: 

To his age, which a wife 

Thinks the curfe of her life* 
A widow will own Ac's a debtor* 

A nifty oM blade, 

Worn out in the trade, 
In love may perhaps difappoint her ; 

But his gout, or his cough, 

Soon carries him off, 
And makes her amends in a jointure. 

RECI- 
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RECITATIVE. 

Ifab. Patience, dear Colombine ! I would as foon 
Marry my grave, as wed with Pantaloon. 
Leander is my love — a charming youth ! 
And nought {hall make my conftancy and truth. 
Colom. When a girl doats, who dares to cqntra- 
dia her ? 
But Pantaloon 

Ifab. Behold him ! There's his picture. 

A I R. 
Is that a form or feature 

To warm a virgin's breaft ? 
Can fuch an ugly creature 

Expect to be careft ? 

RECITATIVE. 

Colom. Peace, madam! here he comes j— at lead 
deceive him \ 
Tickle his vanity ', — and after grieve him. 

Enter Pantaloon* 

Pant. Good morrow, fweeteft Ifabel ! 

How does my charmer ? - 

Ifab. Pretty well. 

Pant. When married, you'll be better ftill. 

When mall thy guardy wed thee ? 

Ifab. When he will. 

How 


.J 
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How much hi$ picture he refembles ! \_Afide. 

Colom . How (he detefts him, yet di flembles ! [Afidf. 

Pant, Sweet Ifabel, you've fet my heart on fire \ 
Vm all a conflagration of defire. 
Firft I'll prefent thee with thy wedding-ring, 
Aqd give thee, afterwards — a better thing* 

A I R. 

How will I play the lover's part, 
When pretty Bell beftows her heart, 
Her heart and band pn Pantaloon ! 

Every day, every night, 

Shall abound with delight, 
And every month be honey-moon, 

RECITATIVE. 

Let not my Ifabella frown, 

If bufinefs calls me out of town ! 

For a few days I mull depart, 

Soon to return— 

Ifab. You break ray heart ! 

Colom* Ah, Sir, how can you thus afflicT: her, 
And leave her nbthing but your Picture ? \ 

Pant. Ah, Colombine, it gives me pain ; 
But I (hall foon return again. 
Weep not, my love ! Fm griev'd to go 5 
But bufinefs muft be done, you know.* '■"' 

Vol. IV. P TRIO. 


aio T H E PORTRAIT- 
TRIO. 

Pant. Oh, how painful 'tis to part ! 
. Ifab. Ah, Pantaloon ! 'twill break my heart. 
Colom. Take comfort, charming Bell ! 

How (hocking 'tis to leave her ! 

How cruel 'tis to grieve her ! 
A difmal tale to tell. 
Pant. My lovey, 
My dovey, 

My little pigfnye, 

I pr'ythee don't cry ! 
Ifab. How painful to part !^ 
Pant. But foon, very foon 

You ihall fee Pantaloon. 
Ifab. 'Twill, fure, break my heart. 
Colom. How (hocking toJeave her, 

How cruel to grieve her ! — 

Away, you falfe loon ! 


PART 
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i» A R T THE SECOND. 

Scene continues. 
Leahder, ljahella > and Columbine. 

RECITATIVE. ^ 

Leander. 

DO I behold my Ifabel once mofe ? 
Happy the moment I regain'd the fhore ! 
Ifab. Bleft be the waves, and bleft the profp'rous 
gales, 
That bore your fhip, arid fill'd the fwelling fails ! 

AIR, 

Lean, Tho* doom'd to tempt the fickle fea^ 
Still conftant was my foul : 
Still, ftill it pointed true to thee, 
As needle to the pole. 

RECITATIVE. 

Colom. In troth, good Sir, 'twas well you came 
fo foon, 
Or Ifabel had married Pantaloon. 

P 2 Lean. 
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Lean. My uncle ? Heaven forbid the bfack defign f 
Who could adyife her to it? 

Ifab. Colombine. 

Colom.'Tme : But Leander was not on the fpot, 
Nor any other hufband to be got. 

A I R. 

* 

When beaux and fmarts abound, 

And lovers ai;e in plenty ; 
*Wheh youths in fwarms furround, 
A maiden may be dainty ; 
May pick and chufe, • 
And ten refufe, 
When (he has choice of twenty. 

But when fhe's left alone, 

To figh and hug her pillow, 
Tis vain to fit and moan, • 

Or wear the mournful willow i 
No Damon near, 
What wit could fneer, 
When Cselia took Twangdillo ? 

RECITATIVE. 

Lean. And could my Ifabella prove 

Falfe to Leander, falfe to lbve ? 

Ifab, Banifh thy idle fears, dear youth ; 

Nor doubt my "conflancy and truth. 

A I R. 


THE FORTH A I, T. 213 

.AIR. 
Xeander was" my daily theme, 
Leander was my nightly dream ; t ■ 

For him I wept, I figh'd. 
Why wilt thou tempt the dang'rous main ? 
Ah, when wilt thou return again ? 

( When blefs thefe eyes, X cried 1 __ 

DUET.. 
Lean. Tranfporting confeffion ! 
Jfab. 'Believe it, dear youth. 
Both. How fweet the expreflion 
Of faitfi, love and truth ! 
Lean. My heart beats to thine. 
Jfab. By thy foul, judge of mine. 
Both. One paOion, one flame 
' Each bofom infpires : 
Our fears are the fame j * 
The fame our defires. m [Exeunt. 

RE CITATI VE. "'. „ 

Colom. [alone.] So have I feen two amorous turtle* 
doves, 
Billing and cooing, murmur forth their loves. 
Poor Colombine ! how cruel is thy fate ! 
Left, like a turtle, here without a mate"! 


P3 
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A I R. 

Of all evils under the fun, 

Of one, only one, Fm afraid ; 
. I fear no misfortune but one ; 

And that is to die an old maid. - 

Oh, Venus, avert the difgrace! 
Oh, Cupid, be true to thy trade ; 
' *What mdrtal can look in my face, 
v And think I would die an old maid ? 


[to 


Scene continues* 

A table, with /upper. 
Pantaloon alont. 

RECITATIVE. 

Out at one door, and in at t'other- 
'Jis thus my purpofes I fmother. 

This fudden fondnefs was a trick : 
I fmoak'd the fhrewd young elves ! 

But I fhall catch them in the nick, 
And turn Jsheir roguery on themfelves. 

'. \Sees the table* 
Supper 


tr«>> 
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* 

Supper prepaid ! choice jneat and drink ! 

But not for me 

I plainly fee, 
For I am out of town, they think. 
Ah ! 'tis a melancholy truth, 
That youth hates age, and age fears youth. 

A I R. 

--' 

Tha' not in the bloom of my youth. 

Yet ftill I have left a colt's tooth, 

And when I can get a fine chicken, 

I love to be mumbling and picking ; 

Yet they laugh at my mumbling, 

And call it but fumbling, 

And cry, " there's a lover, fprfooth I" 

RECITATIVE. 

My Portrait here ? this very Pifture 
Shall be an engine to convift her j 
The canvafs I'll behead this minute^ 
And thruft my living noddle in it. 

[Cuts off the bead of the pifture. 
iJo copy fliall my Portrait be, 
put an original, you fee ! 

[Puts his head thro 9 the hole. 

P4 ru 
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I'll watch your motions, ma'am — but mum ! 
Methinks I hear 'and fee her come. 

Enter Ifabella> Leander y and Colombine. 

Lean. And was I thus to lofe my bride ? 

Pant. [ from the pifture.~\ My nephew here ! . 

Ifab. It cannot be denied, 

Colom. Prithee have done your idle prate, 
Nor let a tempting fupper wait ! 

Lean. Since Colombine's advice is good, 
Such counfel cannot be withftood. 

AIR, 

" Hang care and drive forrow 
Away till to-morrow, 
To-morrow, and after to-morrow ! 
We'll fing and we'll laugh, 
We'll kifs and we'll quaff, 
And if nigjit is too (nort, from the morning we'll 
borrow. [They Jit down to fupper, 

< RECITATIVE. 

Pant. Well faid, Leander ! 

Colom. Mirth can be no crime, « 

But, troth, Leander came in pudding-time. 

Ifab. In happy hour : but always welcome here. 

Lean. Happy the hpur that brought me to my 

dear ! 

Colom. 


»» 
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Colom. Leander, holj or nob ! Pm very thirfty. 

Pant. My wine? a fancy gipfy!— *would 'twould 
burit ye ! 

Colom. Fill up the glafles. — Very well ; 
Another ftil\, for madam Bell ! 
The glafles flialL together ring, 
While all three drink, and all three fing: 

TRIO. ' * ' 

Away with all ftrife ! * 

To friendfhip and love * 

Let's gingle our glafles 1 
What joys are above 
Thofe of friendfhip and love ! 
What pleafure in life, 
Love and friendfhip furpaflea? 

RECITATIVE. 

Lean. Braviffimo ! [They drink* 

Pant. Oh, curfe your fqualling ! 
Was ever heard fuch caterwauling ? 

Lean. What would my unde fay, if he were here ? 
Pant. I'll tell you prefently. 

Colom. Come, never fear; 
He loves my miftrefs, cannot contradift her ; 
He's not ill-natur'd neither.— *-See his Pi&ure ! 

He 


* 


i 
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He looks good-humourM. Could fye thwart her 

liking ? * 
Is't not a ftrong refemblance ? 

Lean. Very ftriking ! 
Ifab. That's but his Portrait. — If himfelf were 
here, 
You'd find him jealous,, rigid, and fever?* * 

A I R. 

When lovers are old 
, They wrangle and fcold \ 

Run nifty, ' ' 

r Grow crufty 

And quarrelfome elves : 

How wretched the lives 
Of their fweet-hearts and wives ! 
Men can't pleafe the ladies, who can't pleafe 
themfelvep. ♦ 

RECTTATIVE. 

He to our union never would confent. 

Lean. Suppofe we afk him, but for merriment! 
Fancy the Pi&ure him, and fall before it •, 
Afk his confent, obtain, and thank him for it. 

Ifab. Talk to a pi£ture ? what an idle notion ! 

Lean. I fwear it feems endued with breath and 

motion. 

For 
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— »* 

• 

For the life's fake, the copy's worth addreffing ; 
jDown on your knees with me, and afk his bluffing ! 

{Leander and Ifabella kneel to the pifturc. 

QJJ ARTE TT O. 

I Jab. , Low at your fe# 
We thus entreat, 
Arid thus put up our pray*r. * 
Lean. Kind Pantaloon, 

Oh, grant our boojn, 
And blefs a happy pair J 
Colom. Your fuit he approves : 

See, he fmiles on your loves, 
^ijtfr a favouring eye. 
Pant. 'Tis a damnable lie ! 

\From the piclure, then comes forward. 
Ifab. Confufion ) ' ' 
Lean. Undone ! 
Colom. Ah ! where (hall I run ? 
Pant. Confufion ! undone ! 
But I watch'd them, 
And catch'd them, 
And know what they've done. 
Le. If. Qol. He has watchM us, 
And catchM us, 
And knows what we've done. 

_ v R£C(. 
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RECITATIVE. 

Pant. Well, madam, not a word ? 

Ifab. I faint* Fm weak, 
Fm quite confounded, Sir — I cannot fpeak. 

Lean. Believe me, Sir 

Pant. Peace, firrah ! get you hence ! 
TO make you fuffer for your impudence. 

Colom. My worthy maftef , ha^e a little patience ! 
Tho* Ifabella could not well return 
The flame with which die faw yourbofom burn, 

'Tis plain fhe's very* fond of your relations. - 

Jtfephew or uncle if flie takes, you know, 
Out of f he family flie does not go. 

Pant. Tis mighty fine ! extremely well ! 
But^you fhaU fuffer, madam Bell ! 

RECITATIVO accompanied. 

<c All my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven j 
cc 'Tis gone." — -And now, fair lady, we are even. 

RECITATIVE. . 

Leander, you fliall fuffer too 
The punifliment fo much your due. 
Be Ifabel your bride eleft ! 
And take the damfel — I rejedt. 

RECI. 


W&r? 
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R E C I T A T I V O accompanied. 

i€ Look to her, boy ! If thou haft eyes to fee ! 
€€ She has deceiv'd her guardian, — and may thee.'* 
Lean. " My life upon her faith !" — I tread oft Iky, 
I am fo bleft ! 

Ifab. And I. 

Colom. And I. 
Pant. And I. 

A I R. 

Cobm. If a father or guardian's too ftrift, 

Young maidens are apt to be frowardj 
But if he fhould chance to be trick'd, 
He fhould not call virgins untoward* 

Can the young e'er agree with the old, 

To form a ridiculous pair; 
Or ladies endure to be fold 

Like the cattle expos'd at a fair ? 

Chorus. Can the young, &c. 

Lean. When Hymen inclines to a joke, 

He fcorns the dull dictates of reafon ; 
Youth and age he together will yoke, 
AAd clap up a match out of feaibn. 

Tl» 


i 
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The poor couple pull different ways, 
And lead a mod wearifome Hfe ; 

While wrangling and jangling difplay* 
A fad picture Of hufband and wife. 

thorns. The poor couple, &c. 

* » 

Pant. When Cupid at mortals takes aim, 
On youth let hiip empty his quiver ; 
In age let him kindle no' flame, , 
Nor pierce w an old gentleman's liver I 

In the winter of years left alone, 
Old bachelors, feek not for wives, 

ffor envy the joys that are flown 

With the April and May of your lives f 

Chorus. In the winter, &c. 

Ifab. Here Cupid and Hymen agree 

To fmile on our mutual careffing, 
While guardy, as happy as we, 

Throws in his confent and his bleffing; 

But if you on our union fhould frown, 
Our happinefs quickly departs ! 

The height of our wifhes to crdwji, 

Oh, allow us your hands and your hearts ! 

[To the audience. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

But if tou on our union fhould frown, 
Our happinefs quickly departs ; 

The height of our wifhgs to crown, 

Oh, allow us your hands and your hearf%! 
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P A I R Y PRINCE. 


MA S Q^ U E. 


Firft ailed at the Theatre-Royal in Covent-Gardtn % 
en the \%th of November, 1771. 


Vot.IV. Q^ 4DVBR- 


/ 


Advertisement. 

T. . 
H E greater part of this! Mafque is borrowed, 
with forrie variation, from Ben Jonfon. The 
fame liberty has been taken with a few paflages of 
Shakefpeare, and a Chorus of the late Gilbert 
Weft, Efq. The final Chorus is from Dryden. 

The Editor humtly fubmits the whofc to the 
Publick ; hoping that it will not appear unworthy 
6f the occafion to which it is adapted ; and that 
they will receive with their ufiial candour this 
effort to entertain them, by the combined powers 
of the mod eminent proficients in the arts of Mu- 
fick, Painting, and Poetry. 


Qjfc CHARACTERS. 


CHARACTERS* 


SlLENUS, 

First Satyr, 
Second Satyr and Echo, 
Third Satyr, 
Fourth Satyr, 
Fifth Satyr, 
Sylvan, 

Principal Fairies, 
Nymphs, 


Mr. Reinhold. 
Mr. Mattocks. 
Mr. Du-Bellamjf* 
Mr. Phillip. 
Mr. Baker. 
Mr. Fox* 
Mr. Owenfon. 

ZMaJler Wood. 
\Mifs Brown. 
I Mrs. Baker* 
{Mrs. Woodman. 


Dance of Nymphs and Satyrs, by Mejfrs. Fijhar^ 
Jldridge, Mad.- Manejiere, 6sff. &c* 

The Mujick compofed by Dr. Arne. 

*lhe Scenes painted by Mejfrs. Cipriani^ Daily and 

Richards. 
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FAIRY PRINCE, 


PA RT THE FIRST. 

A wild country; the whole fcene dark, 'till at one 
corner the moon rijing, a Satyr is feen to come 
forth and call. N 

RECITATIVE. 

Firjl Satyr. 

CHROMIS ! Mnafil ! none appear ? 
See you not who rifeth here ? 
You were caroufing late, I fear ; 
I'll prove if this can reach your ear. 

\He winds his cornet , and thinks himfelf 
anfwered, but is deceived by the Echo. 

AIR. 

Qh, you vake, then : Come away ; 
Times be (hort are made for play ! 
The hum'rous moon too will not ftay. 

Q_3 RE PI- 


i 3 o TTH E F AI R Y P R t N C E. 

-:-«ft'£€ IT ATI V E. 

What doth mate you thus delay ? 
Hath the tankard toucVd your brain ?" l 

Sure, they're fall'n afleep again ! 
Or I doubt it was the vain 
Echo, did me entertain. 

Prove again. [fffnds afecond tim. 

I thought 'twas (he. 

AIR. 

Idle nymph, I pray th^e be 
Modeft, and not follow me 5 
I not love myfelf, nor thee. 

[Winds the third time, and is anfwered 
by another Satyr. 

EEC IT ATI V E. 

Ay, this found I better know : 'i 

Would their faces they might fhew ! -< I 

\At this, other Satyrs come forth fevitaUy, 
and amongjl thm<a Siletms. * . 
id Satyr. Thank us, and^we fliall do fo.v 
3d Satyr. Ay, our number foon will grow. 
2d Satyr. See Silenus ! 

3d Satyr. Cercops too ! 
4th Satyr. Yes,; what is there now to do i 
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5*A Satyr. Are th^re ajiy. fcymphs jto woo ? 

4th Satyr. If there be, let me have two. 

Silenus. Chatter language J Thefe arc nights 
Solemn to the Alining rites 
Of the Fairy Prince, and Knights ; 
While the moon their orgies lights. . 

2d Satyr*. Will they come abroad anon ? 

3</ Satyr. Shall we fee Young Oberon ? 

Afh&atyr. Is he fuch a princely one 
As you fpake him lojigagone? 

AIR and CH OR U S. 

$itenu$. Satyrs, he doth fill with grace 
Every feafon, every place ; 
Beauty dwells but in his face : 
He's the height of all our race I 
Our Pan's father, god of tongue, 
JBacchus, though he (till be young, 
Phoebus, when he crowned fung, 
$for Mars, when firft his armour rung, 
Might with him be nam'd that day : 
Lovelier thao the fpring in May* 

C H O R U S f 

Ph ! that he would come away ! 

0^4 R E C I- 
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'"'"' RECITATIVE. 

^d Satyr. FarewejU, Bacchus ! we will fervc 
Young Oberon. 

Silenus. And he'll deferve 
All you can, and morp, my boys. 

4/A Satyr., Will he give us pretty toys, 
To beguile the girls withal ? 

2d Satyr. And to make 'em quickly fall? 

Silenus. Peace, my wantons ! he wijl do 
More than you can aim unto. 

\Jl Satyr f Wil^h^ gild our cloven fjpetrl 

^d Satyr. Strew our heads with pow4er;s fweet \ 

\Jl Satyr. Bind our crooked legs in hoops, 
Made of {hells, with filver loops ? 

2d Satyr. Tie about our tawny wrifts 
Bracelets of the Fairy twifts ? 

.4* h Satyr. And, to fpite the coy pymphs' fqorns* 
Hang upon our flubbed horns 
Garlands, ribbands, and fine pofies 5 

2d Satyr. Frefh as when the flower difclofes ? 

AIR and CHORII S. 

id Satyr. And to anfwer all things elfe, 
Trap our (haggy thighs with bells; 

4th Satyr. That as we do ftrike a timeV 
Jn our dance, fliall make a chime, 

%d Satyr. 
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$d Satyr. Louder than the rattling pipes 
Of the wooc?-gods ; 

j/? Satyr. Or the ftripe* 
Of the timbrel ; when we carry 
Bacchus up, his pomp to vary? 

CHORUS. 

Ob, that he fo long doth tarry I 

RECITATIVE. 

Silenus. Peace \ the rock wilj quickly ope^ 
Soon you fhall enjoy your hope* 

[Rack opens, and dif covers the Wejl Front of St. 
George's Chapel, at Windfor, with brilliant de- 
corations 5 before the gates ttvo Sy Ivans) armed 
with their clubs, and drejl in leaves, ajleep. 
At this the Satyrs wondering, Silenus proceeds. 

Mark, my Satyrs, what a {how ! 
Look ! does not this temple glow- 
Like another (ky of lights ? 
Vonder fit the crefted knights^ 
Once the nobleft of the earth, 
Quicken'd i>y a fecond birth j ' 
Who, for prowefs, and for truth, 
There are crpwn'd with lading youth j 

AM 
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And now bold, by fate's, command. 
Seats of blifs in Fairy land. 
But, their guards ! -ftrange watch they keep f 
Rouze 'em, Satyrs, from their fleep ! 

^d Satyr. Holla, Sylvans !— Sure they're caref 
^Thich fleep inhabits— *~ 

ift Satyr. Elfe they're gravef . 
2d Satyr. Shall we cramp 'em? 

Vj Silenus. Satyrs, no. 

^d Satyr. Would we had Boreas here, to blow ( 
^tb Satyr. Shall we deal away their beards— — - 
^d Satyr. .For Pan's goat, that leads the herds ? 
'jjt Satyr. L'et's try, whether is more dead, 
pneSyl van's club— or Mother's head. 

2d Satyr. Let ijs to fome, river tajce thep^j 
JPlump— *-and fee if that will wake them ! 
ift Satyr. Let them down the, hill he roljfd { 
Silenus. "Wags, no more ! you. gtow tpo bold. 
. 2d Satyr. There's no motion yet agpeaxj. 
Silenus. Strike a charm into their ears. , 

i * . » » ' '• . ■ * 

CATCH, by the Satyrs. 

Buz, quoth the blue fly, 

Hum, quoth th$ bee ; 
Buz and hum they cry. 

And fo do we. 


i 
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Jn his ear, in his i^ofej 
' Thus do you fee? 
He eat the dormoufe, 4 

Elfe it was he! 

[The two Sylvansjiart up amazed, and betake them- 
(elves to their arms. 

RECITATIVE 

Silenus. How now, Sylvans ! can yoif wake i 
I comnjend the care you take. 

ifih Satyr. Who is yonder up aloof ? 
" \Ji Satyr. Be your eyes as yet moon-proof? 

Syhan* Satyrs, leave your petulance, 
And go frifk about, and dance j 
Or elfe rail upon the moon 5 
Your expeftance is too fpoi*. ; 
For before the feco&d, ppck, 
Knpw, the gates will not unlock. 

iji Satyr. Say ypy fp ? Then let us fall 
To a fpng, or to a brawl ! 
Shall we, grandfire ? Let us fport, 
And make expe&ation fliort. 

Silenus. Do, my wantons, what you pleafe; 
J'll lie down, and take mine eafe. [Exit. 

\Jt Satyr. Brothers, fing then, and upbraid 

(As we ufe) yond' feeming maid.- 

put 
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But hold ! the woodland nymphs, my boys, 
Appear, and promife greater joys ! 

Enter Wood-nymphs. 

rft Nympb* Sylvans, Fauns, and Satyrs rude, 
Pan's train, and all that multitude, 
Now dance in wilder rounds about. 
And cleave the air with many a (hout ! 

* * - • * i 

9 • • 

A i a. 

See, fee, oh, fee, who here is come a-maying^ 

The mafter of the ocean 

With his darling Orian : 
Why left we our playing i 

To gaze, to gaze, 

On them that all amaze, 
Whofe like were never feen. 

Up, nightingale, and fing 

J u g> j u g> j u g> j u g> & c 
Raife, lark, thy note and wing $ 

1 All birds their mufick bring 5 

Sweet robin, linnet, thrufli, 

Record from every bufh 

The welcome of the king, 

The king and queen ! 

RE CI- 


t 
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RECITATI VI 
id Nymph. Now, now, prepare to fet; 
And when your hands are met, 
Begin with nimble feet 
J?he happy ground to beat. 

\jA dance, till they are interrupted by SilenuU 
Silenus* Stay ! the chearful Chanticleer 
Tell* you that the time is near ; 
See, the gates already fpread ! 
Nymphs and Satyrs, bow the head ! 
See St. George's Fane ! where now 
Lives Knighthood with a crowned brow. 

[Scene opens, and dij cavers, a vijion of the injide of 
St. George* s Chapel, at TVindfor, with the origin 
nal knights in their fever al flails * 

e H O R u s. 

Hail, fair Knighthood ; let our lays 
Vindicate thy antient praife \ 

Thou too, Windfor, (halt be fung j 
Manfion of princes, haunt of gods, 
Who ihall quit their bright abodes, 

To view thy walls with trophies hung $ 
Walls by Arthur firft renown'd, 

Seat of chivalry and fame ! 
By Edward with new honours crown'd ; 

His birth, his Garter, and his name, 

R E C t- 


\ 
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RECITATIVE. 

zdrfymph. Let our (hows be new as ftrangey 
fever haftening to their change j 
That beholders may not tarry, 
Let them oft arid fweetly vary f 

[Scene changes, and difcovers 9 in vifion y the taking 
of the king of Bohemians Jiandard at the 
battle of Grejfy : In memory of which circum- 
Jtance the Princes of Wales have f nee borne three 
OJlrich Feathers (the Bohemian Jiandard) as 
their cre/l, with the original motto , Ich Dien. 
Silenus. Now, Nymphs and Satyrs, fee reveaPcfy 
!fyi glorious vifion, Crefly's field ! 
The ftandard by Bohemia borne, 
Thence by Britifh valour torn : 
Firft, brave young Edward's prize ; and fince, 
The creft renown'd of Fairy Prince f 

RECITATIVE. 

id Nymph. Let us hail the glorious fight 
"With fongs of rapture and delight ! 

AIR. 

Let us play, and dance, and fing ! 

Let Us frolicfc, let us fport, 
Turning the delights of fpring 

To the graces of a court. 

From 
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From air, from cloud, from dreams and toys, 
, To founds, to fenfe, to love, and joys ! 

DUET and CHORUS. 

Whilft all the air fliall ring> 
And every trembling ftring, 
With every varied voice, 
In union fweet rejoiqe, 
To found and fing, 
Long live the king ! 


P A R T THESECON D. 

The lower court of Windfor±Caftle y with a view of the 
RoundTower,tbe outftdeofSu George* '$Chapel 9 &c* 

A troop of Fairies. 
RECITATIVE, accompanud. 

Firji Fairy. 

WELL were the folemn rites begun* 
And tho* but lighted, by the moon, 
They fheVd as rich as if the' fun 

Had made the night his noon* 

Wonder 
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Wonder none they were fo bright ! 
The moon then borrowM from a greater light; 
Then, princely Oberon, 
Goon! 
Such is not every nighti 

A I R, 

*Tho 9 the moon be gone to, beef, 
fairies mud not hide the head ; 
But fing, dance, and revel on, 
In honour of Young Oberon* 

RECITATIVE. 

2d Fairy. And fweet Ofnaphil, his brother? 
Arthur hails him fuch another \ ? 

Edward too enjoins the rites, . . . \ ♦ - « 
To rank him with the lifted knights y 
Worthy each alifce to fpring* 
From the Fairy Queen and King, , 

\ft Fairy. Now then, blythe elves, in tune# 
exprefs 
The fovereign and his emperefs, 
While all confefs the proper heir 
Affign'd to Arthurs crown* and chair* 

DUE?. 


\ 
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DUET. 

Seek you majefty to ftrike ? 
Bid the world produce their likA 
Seek you glory to amaze ? 
Here let nations ftand at gaze ! 
Seek you wifdom to infpire ? 
Touch then at no other fire ! 
Seek you piety to lead ? 
In their footfleps only tread. 
Every grace of Queen and King, 
And of all, in them, we fing. 

RECITATIVE. 

iji Fairy. Now,Faies and Elves, your talks about j 
The caftle fearch within and out : 

2d Fairy. Strew good luck on every room, 
fix'd till the perpetual doom 5 

\Ji Fairy. The feveral chairs of order fcouf, 
With juice of ev*ry precious flower j 

2d Fairy. Each fair inftalment-coat, and crefft, 
With loyal blazon ftill be blcft j 

AIR. 
And ever, ever, in a ring, 
Like to the Garter's circle, fing- 

RECITATIVE. 

In em'rald tufts the motto write, 

Of iowers purple, blue, and white j 

Vol. IV. R Like 
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Like fapphire, pearl, embroidery, 

Buckled below fair knighthood's knee. 

Away, difperfe ; the white-plum'd train 

Begin their march along the plain, 

In folemn pomp from yonder hall ; 

Vanifh, and attend my call ! [Exeunt Pairits* 

Manent the two principal Fairies. 

AIR. 

id Fairy. Melt earth to fea, fea flow to air, 
And air fly into fire, 
While we ip fongs fo Arthur's chair 

Bear Oberon's defire ! \Exeuni< 

THE 

Procession to St. George's Chapel, 

o f t h e 

Sovereign, Knights Companions, 
Knights elect, &c. &c. fcfr. 

Which clofes the Second Part. 


s 


PART 
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PART THE THIRD. 

Windfor-Park) with a view of the Cajtte. 

RECITATIVE. 

Enter Fairies. 

Firji Fairy. 

NO R yet, my Faies, in this day bleft, 
Muft you think or hope to reft. 

id Fairy. Let the coarfe and country Fairy, 
That doth haunt the hearth or dairy ; 
Let ghofts, wand'ring here and there, 
Shun Aurora's harbinger ; 

\Ji Fairy. And banifli'd from the chearful light, 
Hold company with black-brow'd night ! 

2d Fairy. We're fpirits of another fort, • 
And with the jolly, jolly day make fport* 

DUE T, 

Nay, nay, 

You muft not ftay, 

Nor be weary yet : 
This is no time to caft away * 9 
Or for Fairies to forget 
Their nimble, nimble feet. • 

Knotty joints, and limbs of clay 
Seek for eafe, or love delay. 

R 2 Merrily, 
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Merrily, merrily, we fliould fare, 

Whofe being's a fliadow, whofe bodies are air* 

A DANCE of FAIRIES. 

[After the Fairies are vanijhed, the fcene changes to 
the inftde of St. George's Hall, with the throne* 
tables, fcfc. as at the injlallation. The Knights* 
Companions enter in procejfion, and range them* 
f elves on the outfide of their table ; they uncover 
and bow as the Sovereign pajfes. Ceremony of the 
dinner, & c. with proper muftck. The whole con* 
eluding with this 

G R AN D C H R US; 

Renown, aflume thy trumpet, 
From pole to pole refounding 

Great George's name T 
Great George's name 
Shall be the theme of fame. 
Record the Garter's glory \ 
A badge for heroes arnd for kings to bear ; 
For kings to bear ! 

And fwell th' immortal (lory 
With fongs of gods, and fit for gods to hear \ 
• For gods to hear I 
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OCCASIONAL PRELUDE, 


PERFORMED AT THE OPENING 


OS THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, 

On fbe Twenty-firji of September, 1772. 


R 3 ADVE&- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE following Scenes were written merely for 
the purpofe of opening the theatrical cam- 
paign, and of introducing a new a&refs to the 
publick : And this Prelude was honoured with fo 
favourable a reception, that the managers of our 
theatres have fince been induced to commence the 
feafon with fimilar entertainments. 


R 4 CHARACTERS. 
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CHARACTERS. 


Manager, 
Prompter, 
Scotch Author, 
Carpenter, 


Chairmen, 


Servant, 


Mr. Dyer. 
Mr. Younger. 
Mr* Kniveton. 

* * • 

Mr. Davis. 

Mr. Saunders. 
Mr. Fox. 
Mr. Wlgnell. 
Mr. Bates. 

Mr. Thomson. 


A Young Lady (being her firft 1 M j $ Bar j> antL 
appearance on any ftage), * 


AN 
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purtain rifes 9 and difcovers the fcene of GoveM- 

Garden Piazza. 

Chairmen fitting on their chair-poles. 

\Jt Chairman. 

PADDY, my jewel! 
id Chair. What's the matter, honey ? 
\Ji Chair. You can rade, my dean Is not that 
long black and white piece of paper a play-bill 
{ticking up there ? 

2d Chair. Indeed, and it is. ^- 

i Chair. Xtan the The-a-tres are going to open 
again, I fuppofe. 

2d Chair. Indeed, and they are {after looking at 
the play-bill.~\ Of all the days in the year, next 
Monday-night, honey. 

ijl Chair. You are glad of that, I believe. 
2d Chair. You may fay that, 

i/? Chain 
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\Jl Chair. Ay, Pll be bound for you. By-and-by 
the impty town will fulfil again. Firft of all, the 
aftor people pome in fafon with the oyftersj 
then, a little after, the lawyers come trotting up 
with the tirm ; and about Chriftmas we have the 
quality, when the king has done broguing the par? 
liament. 

id Chair. The fooner the better, fait ! Dibble 
burn me, but this has been fuch a dry fumrner, I 
have not had a whet for thefe three months. Oh ! 
there's nothing fo fataguing as carrying an impty 
chair. There's the machonies at t'other ind of the 
town, always ride up and dpwn the ftreets on 
horfeback j the city folks all go on fut ; and the 
nobility drive half-a-dozen rats in an ilbowychair, 
and call them a fit of coach-horfes ; fo that a poor 
divel of a chairman can get nothing at all, at all. 
[Two men crofs thejlage> and knock at theflreet^do9r f 

Enter a Servant. 

iji Man. Is your matter at home ? 
Servant. He is. Pray walk in, gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Servant and men into the houje. 
ift Chair. By my foul, Paddy, but the little ma- 
nager there is come to his ftand again 5 and upon 
my fait, I believe he'U be glad of a good fare as 
well as any of us. 

2d Chair. 


\ 
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2d Chair. Oh ! good luck to the little cratur, 
I fay \ To be fure he is no bigger than one of the 
xmtlandifh poppits at the Hole in the Wall yon- 
der ; but what with their fhows in the evening, 
and then the folks with their horns and clarinets, 
and grinding mufickrboxes all night long, by my 
jfoul they keep the Pee-a-ches alive and merry the 
whole £our-and-twenty hours, honey. 

{People call behind — Chair, chair! 

^d Chair. Here — here. — Take up, little Terence! 
— Firft chair here, honey. 
{The Third and Fourth Chairmen run off with a chair. 

%d Chair. Dibble burn your talking ! Dermot 
and Terence have run away with the fare yonder. 
{Call from behind — Odd man, odd man ! 

tjl Chair. Here — here. — Come along, Paddy!— 
Who calls odd man there ? By my foul, here's two 
of us. 
£Exit, dragging a chair , followed by Second Chairman* 

Scene draws, and difcovers afludy. 
Manager and Prompter. 

Manager reading a play-bill. 

Man. The Theatre Royal in Covent-Garden 
will open on Monday the 21ft of September, 1772, 

with 
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with the Comedy of . Very well. Now go 

to the theatre, fend me word when they are ready 
to begin the rehearfal, and FU come immediately. 

Promp. Yes, Sir. [Going. 

Man. But, hark ye! Younger! 

Promp. {returning] Sir. 

Man. How did your management go on at 
Liverpoole ? 

Promp. Very well, Sir- The people are both 
.wealthy and generous, and we took a deal of money. 

Man. And how did they like my prologue ? 

Promp. Extremely well, Sir; I fpoke it myfelf, 

Man. Oh, then it could not fail. 

[Exit Prompter* 

V 

Enter Servant, with a letter > 

Serv. A lady waits for an anfwer, Sir. 

Man. [reads] " Defire to appear in publick-— 
cc particular friend-^-education — talents — figure— r 
i( um — um — ." — Shew the lady into the parlour^ 
I'll wait on her prefently. 

Serv. Yes, Sir. [going, returns]. TKe fhoe- 
maker's wife from Little-Britain has called for the 
pair of comedies fhe left here about a fortnight ago. 

Man. A pair of comedies ? 

Serv. So fhe calls them herfelf, Sir. 

Man. 
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Man. From Little-Britain ? Oh, I remember — 
I'll look them out, and fend them home to-morrow. 

Serv. The Carpenter from the theatre defires' 
to fpeak to you, Sir* 

Man. Bid him come in» [Exit Servant; 

^ • 

Enter Carpenter. 

Well, Carpenter, have you alter'd the traps for the 
Sorcerer? 

Carp. We have. 

Man. BrufcYd up mother Shipton ? 

Carp. We have. 

Man. And laid by the Fairy Prince ? 

Carp. We have, Sir. But I made bold to come 
to you on behalf of myfelf and my fellow-fervantsy 
about a little bufinefs of our own, Sir. 

Man. Well, and what is it ? 

Carp. Why, we hope that you'll be fo good as 
to raife our wages, Sir. 

Man. Raife your wages ? We have made them 
higher already than ever they us'd to be. 

Carp. That's true, Sir ; but then we have ten 
times more to do now, than we had even in my 
old mailer's time. We were told indeed that 
things were to be put on quite a different footing : 
But where my old mafter had one fhow, you have 

half- 
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half-a-fcore. If it was not for us and the taylors, 

yon might fhut up the theatre. I wonder what 

is got into the gentlemen-managers now-a-days. 

It is juft the fame thing over the way too. And 

there's the comical gentleman at the Wells. We 

thought he would have riothing but fun and jokes y 

but he is as full of fly-flaps and fomerfets, and 

trick upon trick, as if he had been born and bred 

a Harlequin. 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. A gentleman defires to fpeak with you, Sir. 

Man. Shew him into the parlour. 

Serv. You know there is a lady there, Sir. 
' Man. Into the little parlour. 

Serv. Two gentlemen have been fpouting there 
this half-hour. 

Man. Defire the gentleman to walk up then* 

Mr. Carpenter, I fhall talk with you by-and-by. 

The company meets to-day, you know. I fhall 

be at the theatre in a few minutes. 

[Exit Carpenter. 
Enter Author. 

. Author. Ihavethehonourtowaiton you,Sir, with 

a tragi-comedy of the deith and banifhment of 

Marcus Tullius Cecero. If you'll give me leave, 

I'll read it till you, Sir. 

Man. 
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Man. Excufe me, Sir; I am particularly engag'd , 
at prefent, and can neither flay to hear it, or /it 
down to perufe it. 

Author. Can you breng it oot this fafon ? 

Man. Impoffible. 

Author. Will you buy it, and breng it oot at your 
ain time, Sir ? 

Man. I had rather be excufed, Sir. 

Author. Iprefantedyoua piece for reprefentation 
laft wenter. You fent me a la-co-nic epeftle, 
Importing that it was not calculated to fuceed o* 
the ftage. Pray, Sir, what did you mean by not 
calculated to fucceed o* the ftage ? 

Man. I meant what I faid, Sir. 

Author. And what were the obj actions ? 

Man. Many. 

Author. Pleafe to re-ca*pi-tu-late them* 

Man, It is not in my power. 

Author. How f o ? - 

Man. I have forgot the piece. 

Author. t ZJouns, Sir 

Man. Patience, good Sir ! It is a long time ago, 
cpnfider; and if I were to analize every piece I 
receive, I fhould not have time to produce any. 
A general anfwer muft in general fuffice. The 
judgment of managers may be fallible; but expe- 
. rience 
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rience proves that weofteneretr in receiving, thatf 
m rejecting what is offered. 

Author. I have no fear of your reja&ing my 
pr^fent production j hut when it appears I muft 
entreat that the author may be kept fecret; Se- 
Caufe, ye ken, to be denoune'd an author, might be 
a difgrace to my fa-mi-ly. 

Man. I had rather you would acknowledge the 
piece ; if it fucceeds, fpite of your family, you 
come forth of courfe— if it fails, you lie perdue, 
and then the bantling is fathered upon me. 

Author. That is natural enough ; your fituation 
teaches you to expa£t it. What nobody claims', 
will of courfe be given to you ; for all waifs and 
ftrays belong to the lord of the manor. 

Man. Oh, your compliment is too high flown, 

Sir ! — but let the world lay them at my do©*— 

with all my heart f The theatre is a Foundling- 

Hofpital for wit— limited indeed — for we can no 

more take in all that are brought, than the other 

Foundling-Hofpital.— But we receive all in our 

power. — Thofe that are ftill-born, the puHick hears 

nothing of— *>f thofe that afe brought to lighf^ 

many foon expire iti convulfions — Many more die 

of the rickets— Some, like puppies, have a Mind 

nine days' exiftence — while -others thrive, and 

prove an honour to their country. 

Author. 
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Author. A decent bill of mortality! But to 
guard againft accidents, I fiiould be obliged to you 
to give my play a touch or twa of your ain, Sir— • 
If it lives, 111 fay very handfome things of you in 
the pre-face. 

Man. Yes, and if it fails, you will lay its death 
at my door. — Believe me, Sir, there is no wit 
like mother-wit ; all advice and affiftance, without 
a fund of your own, would only raife a falfe credit, 
to bring on a heavier bankruptcy at laft. But 
when you have fufficient JierUng in bank, draw 
upon the puWick with confidence, and they will 
anfver your bills upon fight. 

Author. I hope youll underwrite my prefent 
draught, Sir 5 I leave it with you for acceptance, 
and will call in a few days to fee if it is good. 
Your fervant, Sir ! 

Man. Sir, your moft obedient. Who's there ? 

Enter Servant. 

Wait on the gentleman. 

[Servant goes to the door with the Author > and returns. 

Serv. I am afraid you have forgot the lady in 
the parlour, Sir. 

Man. I beg the lady's pardon^— Defire her to 

walk up.— [Exit Servant.'}— Let me fee! what 

vVol. IV. S feys 
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ftys my friends letter' about htet ?-^* r Great mdJ- 
* ttatioii for flie ftage-»-godd education-^coimdc 
« c talents — agreeable figure" — ^ 

Oh ! your fefvatit, madam !—*! understand, from 
my friend's letter, that you hate an inclination for 
the ftage. *■ 

Lady. I hare, Sir. , . m 

3/^«. Did ymi ever play any wliete, madam l £ > 

Z^h/k. Never, Sir. ).•■»■ 

ifcfotf. Are you prepared in any cbara&er ? 

Lady. For any character you fhall pleafe td ap- 
point, Sir. ** 

Man. Well faid ! you don't want fpirits, bbwetfef. 

Lady. If I fuppbfed I did, Sir, I ihould iibt? Hite 
thought of the ftage. f »i! 

Af<7??. Better and better ! — But is there ho par* 
ticular part, or fcene of any part, in which yon 
have made yourfelf perfe£t ? " 

Lady. No particular fcene or charafker has £fr- 
groffed ihy attention, I aflure ydu, Sir. I am not 
fo narrow-minded. The drama in general has 
been my aim. I have feen a great many plays, arn 
fond of feeing them — fond to diftra&ion !-*-^fi- 
mire good ailoits, wherever I meet with theifti 

laugh 


laugh at had ones wherever I fee tbcjm ;, and long 
to appear myfelf* that they may be even wit;b me 
one way or another. ,- r . . . ,. 

Man. But don't the apprehenfions of a publicfc 
appearance frighten you a little ? Have you no 
little fidgets, now, when yoil think ©fit? 

Lady. Oh, yea! I'm flutter'd beyond expreffion. 
I have ten thoufand whims about it. Sometimes 
madam Vanity infpires me, and then I am a very 
Quixote in petticoats.-r-Then again the bubble 
breaks, and I fear I (hall expofe royfelf.— There 
is not a new performer comes out, man or woman, 
t>ut I run to fee them, and confider their recep- 
tion as a warning or encouragement. — »No matter 
wh^ce they aft,— Drury-Lane, Co vent- Garden, 
Haymarket, — common ftrolkyrs, or gentlemen and 
ladies for their diver Gon, — it's all one to me — If 
there is but a new performer, I am fure to be 
gratified. And fuch fights have I feen ! — I was 
at a play laft winter— it was Jane Shore— rfor one 
night only— for .the benefit of a family in diftrefs 
rr-And a diftreft family the performers were, with 
a witnefs! The majority were fome of thofe 
unfortunate brothers of the fock and buikin, 
who ramble about the country, and a& in barns 
and village alerhoufes ; but Jane Shore was, like 

S % myfelf, 
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myfeif, a young lady — being the firft time of nef 
appearing on any ftag£ ! I fhall never f&rget her 
— I'll give you her pi£lure. 

Man. I fhall be obliged to you. 

Lady [repeats in a burfefque manner], 
Man, the lawlefs libertine may rove, 
Free and unqueftionM thro* the wilds of love-' 
But woman, &c. &c. 

Man. Incomparable ! Thank yow^ madam. I 
fee you have fome fpeeehes by heart, however* 
madam. 

Lady. Oh, feveral.-— I doat upon any thing that's- 
ridiculous. Do you ever ga to the opera ? 

Man. Sometimes. ** 

Lady. Well then — the Opera— Operas* you' 
know, are always in Italian : but a fufficient quan- 
tity of Italian performers are not always imported * 
and then the deficiency mud be fupplied with, the 
natives of Great Britain— which indeed it hap* 
pens to be at prefent in fuch a manner as fo-^ 
reigriers can fcarcely equal-— but in general the 
. Englifh ftiffnefs and referve on one hand, and the 
tramontane extravagance of the Italian on the 
other, make the moft delightful mixture imaginable. 
The female foreigner fpreads herfelf all abroad* 
and feems,to fweep over the ftage on the wings of 

an* 
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eagle j whHe the little cold Englifh-woman 
ftands by, fix'd to one fpot, with her arms pinion'd 
I and fkewer*d to her fides, like a fowl trufs'd for 
the table. Both together they put me in mind of 
the live and dead bodies joined to each other by 
jhe tyrant in Drydea's Virgil-^-But you fhall judge 
for yourfelf, Six. Lyings in Italian* 

Man. Thefe are admirable caricatures, I mull 
confefs^ madam. But could not you indulge me 
ivith fomething .of a more regular piflure ? 

Lady. Oh, you would come nearer home, Jnr. 
We'll try, Sir$ and firft F1J give you a flice from 
Arthur's Round Table. Lyings and recites. 

Man. Admirable ! I defire no further fpecimen 
iof your abilities, madam. 

Lady. Specimen ! do you thintc I would come 
Jiere prepared, as you call it, to fpeak a few words 
that I had been taught, like a parrot ? No ; I give 
you my wild notes, Sir. Every thing affords matter 
for obfervation, and imitation. Publick places 
and private life are equal fcenes of ftudy for a 
theatrical genius. As for example tiowi I went the 
other day to drink tea with ,a lady from Edinburgh, 
and found her and her little fon, a boy of about 
feven years old, quarreling, in broad Scotch, before 
a room full of company. You fhall have them 
Jjoth, Sir. [Speaks in the Scotch dialed. 

S 3 Man. 
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. Man. Well, madam, I frankly own, that you? 
talents appear to me to be promifing. yft are 
juft upon the eve of opening our campaign. You 
are now at the drunwhead : You have a mind to 
lift ; I fliall be glad of fuch a recruit. Prefcnt pay, 
and good quarters ! What fay you, madam ? 

Lady. You were going to the theatre, I hear, 
Sir ; let me fee the itifide of it, and once feel my- 
felf on the boards! if the fight of the field of a£tioa 
does not cool my courage, you may confider me 
as a gentlewoman-volunteer. 
Man. A bargain ! 

Lady. What will the town think of me ? I fhall 
be fadly mauled in the news papers. 

Man. I was going to fay, I almoft hop'd you 

would, madam ; but if you are praifd there, and 

m where elfe, good night to you ! — How the town 

will receive you, I cannot abfolutely fay 5 but of 

one thing I can aflure you-*— That however you 

may eKperien.ce the feyerity of individuals, in 

print, the publick, colle&ed in the theatre, are 

always candid and generous ; and if they difcera 

any merit in your performance, will be fure to give 

it the nobleft encouragement. I attend you, 

madam. [Exeunt. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

TH E Mdlade Imaginaire of Af oliere firft fug?, 
gefted the idea of the Spleen, the Author of 
which has however deviated without fcruple froia 
bis admirable original. The readers of the agree- 
able eflays under the title of the Idler, will alfo 
difcover fome traits of D'Oyley in that writer's 
description of Drugget's retirement, as well as fome 
features of Kubrick in his chara&er of Whirler. 
Any other gleanings, as the prologjue neatly terms 
them, I dp not recolleft, except that I have before 
exhibited a young Cantabrigian at Newmarket, in 
pne of the Numbers of the Connoifleur ; in which 
papers, as well as other popular eflays, there are 
alfo frequent allufions to the fhort excurfions and 
fuburb villas of our citizens. — It has (I am told) 

been afferted in one of our daily prints- the 

Gazetteer, or Garretteer — I forget the name of it 
— that for the idea of the Noon-Poft I am indebted 
to my deceafed friend Bonnel Thornton. 
Nobody ,was more capable of giving excellent 
hints ; there was nobody whofe hints I would more 
readily have embraced, or more chearfully acknow- 

_ ledged. 


ADVERTISEMENT. , 

ledge*}. But the .^flertion is totally falfe. It is not 
the firft time that my enemies have paid me a com- 
pliment they did not intend, by afciibing my feeble 
produ&ions to more eminent- writers. I willed- 
deavour not to be vain of their cenfureSs tho^ 
perhaps they will think me fo, in adopting $be 
words of Terence on the occafion : '•-'■'. 

— *— Sjhtod isti dicunt malevoli, homines nobiles 
Eum adjutare, ajjidueque unajcribere ; 
S$uod illi malediftuw vehemem effe exijlimant. 
Earn laudem hie duett maximum, cum Mis placet ^ 
Sj>ui vobis univerjis &P popuk placcnt, 
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D E D X C ATI O N. 
To Dr. S C H O M B E R G: 

» * 

My dear Friend, 
"KJATURAM intueri £sf fequi, is equally the 
"\ province of the dramatift and phyfician; 
and could I trace the windings of the human heart 
with half that (kill and fagacity that you have applied 
to the diforders of the body, I (hould, by mere 
force of talent,* fecure to myfelf a refpeftable feat 
in the college. Even among regulars, there is 
often found a tin&ure of empiricifm not unworthy 
ridicule ; for there are too few who, like you, have 
honefty and fortitude to confefs the imperfe&ion 
of art, and the uncertainty of fcience. There is a 
quackery in letters and morals alfo, as well as in 
jnedicinej but your knowledge and experience, 
your humanity and good fenfe, are not more dif- 
tinguiftiing marks of your chara&er, than your 
fovereign contempt forii>apofture in every fituation. 
To this noble plainnefs of manners, this integrity 
of heart, permit me to make an humble offering, 
and to feize this occafion of publifhing the fenti- 
ments of efteem and affe£Uon that I have long en- 
tertained for you, and with which I remain, 
My dear iSir, 

Your very faithful 

and devoted Servant, 

GEORGE COLMAN. 
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Written by D at id Garrick, Efq. 

Spoken by Mr. Ki n C. 

ryTHO' Pro!og^es;now,as blackberries a re jflenty, 
JL And like them maukifli too. ^nineteen in 
twenty; 
Yet you will have thern, when'their date is o'er, 
And Prologue j Prologue t ftlil your honours roar; 
Trill fome ftich difmal phiz as mine comes on, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, indeed there's norfe, 
TheProfogue, Author ^Speaker ,2\\ aredead and gonel 
Thefe reafons have fome weight, and ftop the rout: 
You clap — I fmirk — and thus go cringing Out : 
While living call me, for your pleafyre yfe rrte ; 
Should I tip off — I hope you'll then excufe me. 

So much for Prologues — and tjow enter Farce i 
Shall I a fcene, I lately heard, rehearfe ? 
The Place, the Park ; the Dramatis Perfona f 
Two female wits, with each a Macaroni. ; 
Prithee, lord Flimfey, what's this thing at Drury? 
ThisSpleen ?— 'tis lo w,damn'd low,ma'am,I affu re ye. 
Oeft vrai, mi lor ! — we now feel no fuch evil, 
Never are haunted with a vapourifh devil. 
In pleafure's rounchw/* whirl it from the brain, 
You rattle it away with fever? s the main ! 
In upper life, we have no Spleen, or gall ; 
And as for other life, — it is no life at all, , 

What 


PROLOGUE. 

What can I fay in our poor bard's behalf ? , 

He hopes that lower life may make you laughv 
May not a trader who fhall bufinefs drop, 
Quitting at once his old-accuftom'd {hop, 
In fancy thro' a courfe of pleafures run,, 
Retiring to his feat at ljlington ? 
And, of* falfe dreams of happinefs brim-full, 
Be at his villa, miferably dull ? 
Would not he Iflington'* fine air forego, 
Could he again be choak'd in Butcher-Row ? 
In (hewing cloth renew his former pleafure, 
Surpafs'd by none, but that of clipping meafurt? 
The mafter of thhjhop too feeks repofe, 
Sells off his ftoek in trade, his verfe and profe^ 
His daggers, bufkins, thunder, lightning > and old 

clothes. 

Will he in rural fhades find eafe and quiet ? 
Oh no ! He'll figh for Drury, and feek peace im 

riot. 
Nature of yore prevailed thro' human kind, 
To low and middle life (he's now confin'd : 
T was there the choiceftdramatifts have fought her, 
Twas there Moliere, there Jonfon, Shakefpeare^ 

caught her : 
Then let our gleaning bard with fafety come, 
To pick up ftrawfe, dropt from their harveft homel 
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ACT I. 

Scene, ajlreet near St. Paul's. 

\Merton [alone], 

tTOW tedious is the time, when expe&atioit 
X obliges Us to mark its progrefs ! Here have 
I been near an hour and an half, watching the dial 
of St. Paul's, and counting the minutes, in hopes 
of news from my Eliza. It is now almoft noon ; 
where can this rafcal of mine be loitering ? — Ob, 
here he is ! 

Enter 


1 


2p THE SPLEi&j 0R/ • 

Enter Servant. 

Well, firrah ! what intelligence ? 

Serv. A Gazette Extraordinary, Sir ! I hatfe beerf 
tipon tbe fcout ever fince they opened the (hop 
windows, and I'm as full of news as the Morning 
Chronicle. 

Mer. Out with it ! "Where is my Eliza ? 

Serv. In town, Sir. 

Mer. And her mother ? 

Serv. In town too, Sir. 

Mer. And her father ? 

Serv. Out of town, Sir. 

Mer. And I thought my Eliza wis with him ? 

Serv. So fhe was, Sir— Fathef and daughter 
both in the country — that is, if you call Iflingtow 
out of town. / 

Mer. Iflington ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir^ Iflington. Her father, Mr. Ku- 
brick, hac taken lodgings at Iflington-Spa for the 
fummer, Sir j and madam Eliza attended him 
there, and is now returned to fetch Mrs. Rubrick 
from Patemofter-Row, to join her hufbaqd at 
Iflington. 

Mer. How did you learn this ? 

Serv. From your merry coulin, Mr> La?tki$, 

Sir. 

# ' *.'* - ■• — ' Mer. 
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Mtr. Lxtitia ! where did you fee her ? 

Serv* At madam Eliza's, Sir. She faw me from 
the dining-room window, fent for me in, told me 
all I have told you, charging me to be fure, on no 
account, to acquaint you with a word of ;t 1 

{archly. 

Mer. No, to be fure !— Excellent girl!— Well; 
away to my lodgings, firrah ; and wait for further 
orders. 

Serv. I am gone, Sir. [going % returns.] But 
here's a young lady in the cafe* 

Mer. And what then, Sir ? 

Serv. Only have a care of the Police, Sir ! don't 
make a Bow-ftreet affair of it. Her father is a 
common-council-man too : He may take you be- 
fore the lord-mayor, or the fitting alderman ; or-** 

Mer. Away* rafcal ! Do you banter ? 

Serv. I am gone, I am gone, Sir. [Exit. 

Mer. My Eliza juft come to town? My arrival 
is critical. Now, though old Rubrick has banifhed 
me his houfe, could I but contrive to get a fight 
of my mad-cap coufin Lxtitia, (he might perhaps 
be able to introduce me. Suppofe I go and recon- 
noitre a little ! [going. ]■— Jack Rubrick I 

Enter Jack Rubrick. 

Jack Rub. What, Tom Mcrtoa in England ? 
Vol. IV. T and 
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and in London too ? ^ly old friend and fchool-fel- 
low ! how do you ? Your hand, Tom ! I did not 
think you had been in ou^r hemifphere. A com* 
miffion took you from us in the middle of Weft- 
minfter college > and how has it difpofed of you 
fince* Tom ? 

Men For tjjree years, my dear Jack, I have 
been Rationed at Gibraltar, from whence I have 
been returned, with the reft of the regiment, little 
more than fo many months. 

Jack Rub. So you have been ftudying the tac* 
ticks at the Hercules Pillars, while I have been 
cudgelling the mathematicks at Cambridge. How 
we diverge, like rays, from the fame centre ! We 
walk through life together indeed, but feem hither- 
to, like parallel lines, deftined neyer to meet. But 
I am heartily glad of this encounter. 

Mer. And I as heartily.— But by your boots and 
your language, Jack, I Ihould imagine you to be 
juft frefh from the Univerfity. n \/ 

Jack Rub. You have hh it. I v am fo.— Not 
immediately though ; for I flew off in a tangent, 
the beginning of laft week, to Newmarket. It was 
the fecond, fpring meeting; and I chofe to take 
the fun's altitude on the CQurfe every day, make a 
few observations (during the heats) upon matter 

and 
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an* piptlap^jwit^ 55 many calculations, as ^ lot- 
tery^ofhce-keeper, on the ^o&rine of chances. 
. , J^r.^JY^hat a t hard ftudent ! But was there good 
fport ? 

v Jack Rub* Sport ! you talk as if you were fpeak- 
ing of a common country race. They never think 
of fport. It is all bujinefs at tJewmarket, mim ! ? ^ 

Mer. Well, was the bufinefs good, then ? 

Jack Rub. Many thought excellent; but it was 
quite, in an inverfe ratio to me, 'Tom ! Fourfcore 
minus , I promife you. My quarter's allowance* 
which I ha\J j.uft received at Lady-day, (thirty 
gone. — Reduced to fell my little horfe 
Phofphorus for thirty more '.gone. And I \vas 
obliged to give a promiflbry note for twenty more. 
.—So that if you underftand algebra but half fo 
well as I do, Tom, you will find, by all the powers 
of number^,, that I was juft eighty guineas a lofer. 

Mer* Thirty, and thirty, and twenty ? fourfcore 
exa£Uy,Jack! I have juft fo much arithmetick. 
. Jack. Rub. The odds were all hollow in my fa- 
vour top !— -Were you ever at Newmarket ? 

Mer. Never. \ . - i 

Jack Rub. Pll tell ydurtheri.— It was a four-mile 
heat on the long courfe — a match between Pan* 

theon. Jubilee, Duenna, and Gabrielli I — At firft 

■ ■... * < , , 

T z going 
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going off, they kept pretty even together; Jubilee 
and Duenna, Pantheon and Ga&rielH, cheek by 
Jowl, and formed a kind of parallelogram.— -When 
they came to defcribe a circle on the round courfe* 
you might have almoft as foon have fquared the 
circle, as have told which \vould be the winher. 
Then away they went, whip and fpur, through thd 
devil's ditch, like the devil himfelf ! — Coming tij> 
Choakjade, Pantheon lagged behind.' Gabrielli, 
though fome thought her touched in the wind, 
got a-head of the other two*, and lhe before* with , 
Jubilee and Duenna abreaft of each other, formed 
an equilateraltriarigte— A thoufand pounds to ar 
china orange on Gabrielli ! when all of a fudden, 
with a damned excentrick motion, fhe made an 
acute angle on the wrong fide of the poll — Jubilee 
ftarted and ftumbled j but, by the by6, 1 believe his 
rider played booty— Duenna won the (lakes, and 
the knowing ones were all taken in. ^ 

Men And poor Jack Rubrick into the bargain. 

yack Rub* Poor indeed, Tom ! I difcovered at 
abfdlute a* vacuum in my breeches-pockets, as in 
thofe of a heathen philofopher: I would fain have 
been among the red ribbands and black legs at 
'hell in the evening, and tried my luck with toffing 
t]ie cuVet about— -but not a "fingle guinea left to 

" bribe 
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bribe my fortune^ or take me off the jeeturfe. .By 
good luck, Frank Whip of Clare-Hall was there, 
and being on a fcheme to London, brought me up 
to town in his phaeton. 

Mer. And what's your bufinefs here, Jack ? 

Jack Rub. Partly to get a frefli recruit £rom Old 
Squaretoes. I might have made out a lift of ma- 
thematical books for a fupply 5 but, as the devil will 
have it, he fells books himfelf, , you know ; Co 
there's no hopes in xhat quarter. But I was obliged 
to come up, in order to attend the marriage of my 
lifter Eliza. 

Mer. The marriage of your filter Eliza! to 
, whom/ pray? 

Jack Rub. To old D'Oyley, the rich draper, 
that kept the three fheep behind St. Clement's— 7 
did you never hear of him ? 

Mer. J have. jiut Eliza will never be his wife, 
Jack. 

Jack Rub. Ay, but (he will though ! He may 
♦ like her, and flie not like him, it is true, Tom. 
There may be all the powers of attraftion and re- 
pulfion between them, perhaps. But they'll be 
married within thefe ten days, for alL that, my 
friend. 

Ma. Impoffible. 

T 3 ' Joel 
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'^tfflf i?aj. ImpoflTble ! why fp, Tpm ? 
* ' Mer. Becaufe (he is married already.^ 
{ jack Rub. The devil fhe is ? That 7 s folving the 
problem, with a vengeance. But to whom ? 
, Mer. Even to your old friend and fchool-fellqw j 
to me. Jack. , 

jack Rub. To you? I am heartily glad of if;. 
But Old Squaretoes knows nothing of this ? 
, Mer. Not a fyllable. 

y^ it«£. Nor roy mother ? 

Mer. Neither. The mere fufpicion of my fond- 
nefc, and convi&ion of my half-pay, Has banifhed 
me the houfe ; and I am at this moment, rather 
in ambufli, endeavouring to make an imprefiion. 

jack Rub. And I will be your chief engineer, 
Tom. Come along ! I'll introduce you. I am as 
happy. at this intelligence, as if I had found a.paf- 
*fage to the North Pole, or difcovered the longi- 
tude. — Cpme along with me J Never fhall it be 
faid, if I can help it, that pne.pld Weftminfter de- 
ferted another. Come along, Tom ! \Exeunt s * 

# 

Scene changes m to an apartment <in the houfe of 
Mr., Rubric*^ Paternojier-Row. 

Maid and Mrs. Tabitha packing. 
Mrs. Tab. Come, make hafle, Molly, make 
hafte j my fifter will be htrc prefently. 

Maid, 


ISLINGTON-SPA; 579 

Maid. Lord, I does, ma*am. I makes all the 
h&fte a§ I can. Here's fuch a rumpus about my 
miftrefs going out of town indeed ! 

Mrs* Tab* Well, well; a rolling ftone's always 
bare of mofs, as you fay. — But have you corded 
the band-boxes ? 

Maid. Ay, that I have 5 there they (land — all of 
a row—piled one o'top oYother—more than they'll 
ftuff into the feats, the bopt, and the bafket, I 
warrant them. There's blond ruffles, and gauze 
handkerchiefs, and cabbage-net-caps, with wires 
. and winkers, enough to fet up one of the milliners 
in the cloifters of Chrift-Church-Hofpital ! 

Mrs* Tab. Well, well; a (lore's no fore, as/ 
they fay.— Have you papered the neats* tongues, 
and the cold chickens I and put up the lettuce and 
cabbages, from the cellar in Honey-lane market i 
Nothing like frejh provifions in the country, you 
know. We muft fend them from London every 
day. They fhall have them frefli and frefh, I war** 
rant you. Are they all ready, Molly ? 

Maid* Yes, yes, they are all ready; fowlsj 
tongues, and cabbages, all ready, ma'am. Ah, I 
wiflies to Heaven as how my dear brother, the 
corporal, and the reft of the poor Chriftians at 
Bofton, had fome of them ! 

T 4 ! ' Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Rubrici % bafiUj. 

Mrs. Rub. Are you ready, Molly? Art the 
things all packed up, filler ? I have not a moment 
to fparc. It's almoft one o'clock. I expe& theU 
coach and three at the corner every moment* 

Maid. Coach and three ? Lord, lord, here's thing! 
enough to load a coach and fix, ma'am. 

Mrs. Rub. The coachman makes us pay ac- 
cordingly, you know. He weighs all the goods 
and parcels at the end of the Row at the cheefe- 
monger's. And he's fo faucy too he won't wait 
for any body. Is Poll ready ? 

Maid. Yes, ma'am ; little mifs has been dreft 
and ready this half-hour. 

Mrs. Rub. Little mifs ? Tflia, I don't mean the 
child. I mean the parrot. You know I never 
travel without it. One wants both company and 
converfation in the country ; and Foil ferves for 
both, you know. Go, run and fetch her in. Make 
hade, make hafte, Molly. 

Maid [going out]. Here's fuch a fufs indeed ! 

lExit. 

Mrs. Tab. Ay, more hafte, worfe fpeed, I fay t 
Keep your houfe, and your houfe will keep you, 
as the old proverb goes. 

Mrs. Rjtb. It's impoffibk to keep in town all 

the 


IStlNfit ONiSfi lit 

ihe fummer, let the proverb go as it will, fitter 
Tabby l-^To be cooped up in the Row, amidft the 
fmelltrf the prmting-houfe, and Dolly's bee£fteaks; 
allthe Dog-days ? — No, give me fprfh air, kndHHng* 
ton ! — All the world fliut up their houfes in Lon- 
don at this time of the year, and refort to the wa- 
tering-places* 

Mrs. Tab. So much the worfe, fitter Rtf brick ! 
I have never nforud out of the found of Bow-bell 
thefe fifty years — nor ever defired it—winter or 
fummer, all's one to Tabitha ! — And as to the 
watering-places, I'm told nobody goes there, that's 
fit to go any where elfe.— Cripples, and {harpers! 
phtificky old gentlewomen, and frolickfome young 
ones ! married ladies that want children, unmarried 
ladies that want fweethearts, and gentlemen that 
want money ! Newgate out of town, the London 
Hofpital in the country, fitter ! 

Mrs. Rub. Never more miftaken in your life, 
fitter Tfibby ! There may be a little fcandal indeed; 
but where there are agreeable men, and handfbme 
women, that's always the cafe, you know* 

Mrs. Tab. Ay, ay ! bandfome is as bandfome 
does, as the old proverb goes. 

Mrs. Rub. Does ? why they do every thing that's 
polite and agreeable. A»d then, the Spa' I the 

Spa 


f 
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Spa grows as genteel as Tunbridge* Brigfetheliri- 
: ftone, Southampton, or Margate.— Live in the 
mod fociable way upon earth — all the company 
acquainted withNeach other — walks, balls, raffles, 
and fubfcriptions ! Mrs. Jenkins of the Three 
Blue Balls, Mrs. Rummer and family from the 
King's Arms, and feveral other people of condt 
tion to be there this feafon ! And then Eliza's 
wedding, you know ; that was owing to the Spa, 
you know : Oh, the watering-places are the only 
places to get young women loirers and hufbands. 

Mrs. Tab. Ay* they get loviers oTtener than 
hufbands, I fear, fifter. 

Mrs. Rub. Never do you fear us, my dear 
Tabby! If there mould be a little flirtation, pru- 
dence, prudence will prevent duels, or fuch terrible 
confequences ; and as to gaming, I allure you, 1*11 
never go above fix-pence a rubber. 

Mrs. Tab. Ah, they never touched a card the 
whole year through, ort this fide of the bar, in my 
time, except at the round table at Chriflmas. 

Mrs, Rub. In your time ! Lord, what fignifies 
talking of your time ? You may as well expedt St. 
'Paul's clock to (land (till, as the fafhions not to 
alter. Times will change, fifter. 

Mrs. Tab. So much the worfe, fifter ! The fun 

rifes 
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tifcs and fets, andmakes ©lit the -forir and twenty 
hours, and fo daei St. Paul's clock, juft its it ufed 
to do, fitter^— btit the people round St. Paul's are 
kll changed, fitter. Common-council-men that 
wear bag wig*, aldermen that keep gilt coaches, 
and deputies that keep madams! And then the 
women, my otfri feft forfooth, that ufed to ftudy 
the Complete Houfewife, or fgend the fabbath in 
reading the Pra&ice of Piety, read nothing but 
Boyle's .Games, and keep routs oh a Sunday. 
Such doings with their r high heads, fqueezed 
itomachs, broad bofoms, falfehair, and falfe faces! 
It was not fo in my time. No niglidigees^ or 
plummets pf feathers in my time, fitter ! 

Reenter Maid, and Clerk. 

Maid. The Stage traits at the end of Cheapfide, 
ma'am, and little mifs and Poll are in the coach 
already—and the things are all in, ma'am* 

Mrs. Rub. HI be with them immediately. Eliza's 
brother is come, and he'll walk over the fields with 
her.— What young man's that, Molly ? 

Maid. He wants matter, ma'am — fo I have fent 
for the foreman to fpeak to him-r— Mr. Folio is but 
juft ftept into the Chapter coffee-houfe. > 

Mrs. Rub. That's right, that's right, Molly f 
The foreman will fpeak to you in a moment, young 

man! 
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man ! — Well, Heaven blefs you, Tabby ! [kiffingQ 
Come ! don't be uneafy, though the family are at 
fucb a difiance! There's above forty coaches pafs 
within an hundred yards of the place every day, 
and you may hear of us every quarter of an hour. 

Mrs. Tab. Heaven fend I hears no harm of you! 
No news isgood news fometim^s, as the proverb 
goes. 

Mrs. Rub. Well, but I mult go now, Tabby ! 

Mrs .Tab. And Til go with you to the coach-* 
door, fmce you muft be gadding. Home's home, 
though never fo homely ! 

Enter Folio. 
Oh ! here, fpeak to the young man, Mr- Folio ! T 

{Exeunt women. 
Manent Clerk and Folio. 
Folio. Tour pleafure, Sir ! 
Clerk. A little bufinefs, Sir. A bill for two hun- 
dred, accepted by Mr. Rubrick, and become due 
this day, you fee ! [Giving the bill. 

Folio. Let me fee— Pleafe to pay^r-urn— um — two 
iundredpounds — um— um — to Mr. Thomas Rubrick, 
Paternojler-Row— accepted T. R.~ I don't know 
.what to fay to this — I have no directions about it, 
and my mailer's at Spa. 

Clerk. The devil he is? then the bill will be 

. iu>t*d, that's all— Spa indeed ! 

Folio. 


I S L I N G T O N-S P A; 2&$ 

Folio. Nay, don't be fo furious. He's only at 
Tunbridge-Wells. 

Clerk. ^Tunbridge-Wells ?— The biU lies for pay- 
ment at Dollar's and Co. in Birchin-lane, and if 
not taken up this afternoon, will be protefted.— 
Tunbridge quoth'a ! who is to wait, while you* 
softer is, fent to forty miles off and back again ? 

Folio. Forty miles ? 'tis fcarce half a mile. The 
Nrtv Tunbridge-Wells, Iflington-Spa, you know. 

Enter Afpin. 

Oh, here's my mailer's kinfman, Mr. Afpin. Th$ 
bill's fafe enough, he'll fatisfy you. 

>^itf t Heyday! fquabbling! What's the matter, 
Folio ? " 

Folio. Only a bill, Sir, become due to-day, and 
prefented for payment — but my mailer left no 
orders, and I don't know what to fay to it. 

Afpin. Ah, the old game ! — I am not at all fur- 
prized at it; fuch accidents happen every day. 
And how fhould it be otherwife ? This comes o£ 
fplitting himfelf, and dividing his time between 
twohoufes, and two occupations; fo that he is 
never to be found at either place, and follows re- 
gularly no bufinefs at all. 

Clerk. Well, you know where the bill lies ; If 
you don't feud by fij o'clock- 


. . fylm Oh y hecais ;miy mafter 1 ,- ;j y'..^ 

J?«/^r Ruhrici, hajlily. 

Ruh Well, Folio ♦, has the gentleman Ke^n here 
that I was to meet between 'efeven and twelve ? 

Folio. Yes, Sir, and Ftold him you feht word, 
you could not get from the country till one Y To he 
prorhifed to call again, arid I expe& him every 
minute. 

Ruh. You muil let him know I came then, bufe 
was obliged to run out again dire£Hy to attend a 
fale at the Globe, but fhall be glad to fee him at 
feven in the evening; ^Goingl 

Afpin. Did you ever fee fuch a piece 6f quick- 
filver? Hip, mailer Mercury ! ftalo, Rubrick ! 

Ruh. [returning.'] Ha ! Mr, Afpin, are you there i 

Afpin. Yes, and another gentleman 's here, that 
kas bufinefs of a little more confequence. 

Ruh. What bufinefs ? 

Clerk. Only a bill, Sir. \Prefenting it. 

Ruh. [looking at it.'] Very true, very true * here, 
Folio, take the young man into the compting- 
houfe, and pay it immediately ! 

{Exeunt Clerk and Folioi 
Well, kinfman! \to -J/pin.]— Oh', Folio \ iFoli* 
returns.] — fend little Primer the fhop-boy, to Pica 
the Printer's, and defire 'e'm to let me have prtfofs 
of my New Hiftory of England, and the iiextihect 

of 
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of Lord Little wit's Jefts. — {Folio going."] And,Folio ! 

VFolio returns.} and tell him to call at the Labora- 

■ * t . . . . 

tory f as he goes along, and fee if they have mended 
the flue s, a,nd bottled the elixir. [Exit Folio.'} Well a 
kinfman ! 

Afpin. 'Zounds, it's not well, kinfman ! nor it 
won't be well, till you live in onehoufe, and flick 
to one bufinefs. 

Rub. Why fo, kinfman ? you might as weU 
blame me for having two legs and two eyes, as two 
lodgings and two trades, Mr. Afpin. 

jffpin. Two eyes, that look different ways, pro- 
duce a fquint, Mr, Kubrick; and our legs are meant 
to carry us both the fame road, though they are 
placed on oppofite fides. " But you ? Zounds, if 
you had as many eyes as Argus, ; or as many legs 
as a fpider, you have employment for each of them! 

Rub.Whzt, would you have me fixt to my fhop- 
door, like my fign-poft ?• or d'ye think I can travel, 
like a frail, with my houfe upon my back, Mr# 
Afpin ? 

Afpin. No ; but you have more roads than a way- 
poft, more projects than a crack'd politician ; the 
town Jack of all trades, a mere Jack o'lanthern ! 
half bodkfeller, half apothecary ! half in town, 
half at Iflington ! doing every thing, and doing 

nothing 1 


*8« tfti£-^*LS£N^ 6*, 

nothing t lierc and ; Hikrfc atid efery wi*ere r and t* 
t>e catched nowhere ! * v . »•> 

Rubl* A irian invtj*ttd hi ft muitipikkpctf hufr 
nefs, muft have many etigag(SWeAai As £4 foetus 
at one end 6F the mop, and medicines at thebtfac, 
Apollo, you know, the jsatrtm of bookfeifenjois 
the common god pf phyfick and poetry : Befides, 
fince the doftors are moft of them turned authors* 
it is bu^ proper that the bfcdltfe^ 
with 1 their principals, "flKrold 1>etoiiie^V>dft of 
apothecaries. But ifhaftbe too late for tftedofc : 

So your Servant ! * {G*id£. 

' • v ■ * ' - .■■ • ' • , * 

Your pleafure, Sir?; • ( >r<\ ^$ 

Mdt-H. Gin I tenj^tfyw'semajft^^^ 

'Sir! - -.'<•.■ r -' * " 

Rub. I am, Sir, * ■ 

Mac-H. May I crave the fayqujr q£ { a ^0*4 wf 

you? ' . • ' : .i v -• .•(! ,-•>•/ a\-vA\ 

JJarfc. I was this moment gpiag, qujy Stf ?l ,^ 

Mac-H. I ha' fome partiklar bufinefs. 

JJ*&. Have you ? Well, then I attend ypu> Sir ; 
andm fend word to the Globe that I can'tcomeatalL 

Afpin. I thought foj laft eome firft ferved is k your 
rule, I fee. I have fome particular bufin$^ with 
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fou too; btft 111 (lay till I can ifcwl you do** for 
two minutes to hften to it. Yon are ftuck round 
Hke the man in the Almanack,: So good day. to 
y&i* Fll go and ipeak to my god-daughter Eliza, 
and then call upon the old fool you mean to make 
you? foiwn-la^r* Goed day to ypu I [Exit* 

• *■ 

Manent Rubirici and Mac-Hoof. 

Rub. And now what is yo«*r jbufinefs, Sir? 

Mac-H. I underftond, jflaiit er Rubrick, th at you 
deal in buh and medicines, and that you bland the 
Bible and jmfiuoa with the peftle and mortar. I 
ha 9 not, like many others of my coontrymen, 
wretten zbuk, bul I ha' invatited a medicine. 
. Ruff. Did you ever ft udy phy 6ck ? 4 

Mac-H. I ha* not neglafted the ftudy of phee- 
fick; I am wal x^ad in 'Bracken's Farriery,* and 
Gebfon's Tfeatife on the Difafes of Horfps. 

Rub.^ Did you erer pra&He ? 

MaT-H. Yes, by my faul, I praftifed th*ee years 
fogatfae/ in Lothian's dragoons, and cured the 
horfes of aw the hool reeg'ment. 

Rub. Dragoon*] horfes ! Why this is all farriery. 

MmtJt. Wal, Sir ! 
• Rjub. W&y, '^hat $e devil, are yon a farrier ? 

Mac-H. Ay, by St. Andrew, a farrier. * 
Vol,. IV. V Rub. 


m W*p..1rt>hh*iWiVi 



Mac-H. You are^aw wroftgi Theanunatceco-^ 
nomy in the hooman foacies and equine is vary femi- 
lar — it s only the deefrence in the proportion o the 
dofes, to* may larh fra* Horace, that they arc^ 
not encompatible — as he fweetly laihgs-^-Hioo- 
mano captti cervtcem pector eqjjinam. 

Rub. Well, if florace^iav^ fo^ut/doabri 1 ^ 
mud go (hacks, you knoiw that. j ; < •- ^ « ■{ 

Mac-H. You (hall ha* five Ihellingg;! 9 the p&fo<£ r 

Rub. Five ? HI liavq iialf.-^enV Ao^r^oi I 
donT touch It. 


Mac-H. You fliall ha' three half- croons/ ' 
Rub. Half! half: 


'i » 't'ii^-.i ,!:j;J •,',;• 


M»J£ Aht you're vary hard.' Toil fliafll Bi* 1 
rimtheri. J £ ' ' ; ' " !,,a «<"*^-* 


^. Well then, ^t me fee^^^M''^ -&' ; 
fifty dozen of bottles, or powders, whichever it is, 
fdr a trial. They'll go among country chapmen* 
I'll advertife it in my new paper immediately'. 

Afac-H. Tou fliall no' fail to h/ them; tour' 
fejvant! , ' Wmg.. 


Rub. Oh, but, doaor ! [Mac-fflniurns.it Sad 



you think the moft popular r 

Rub. Bb&or, your hand! Now I fee you re a 


man of butinefs. l^et me fee ! a goqd thing m the 

fecret way now — and ypt that branch Xs oyer-run. 

•v> ; G y^fi* ;:;:!' v >U!<>7i V'* n.-i . v.Mfx ,0 T. -^;, -,» 
Drop*, pills, and eledtuanes, innumerable ! What 

d'ye think of the nerves , doctor r Never were ner- 

vpus difaders fa frequent, you ^ow.-^-Apd t^ea 

your name, doctor? Jn drugs* as well as books* 

ths a^thor^s name is pf no (mall cjonfequ^ncc^ 

, Mac-H. My name is Mac-Hoof. Sir ! . 

ak*. Mac-Hoof? Mac-Hoof, do&or? 


"■ \-\ -•",*. ,• 


^*r-i£ Dp&pr Dav$ Mac-Hpbf,5ir| anflby 
my faul, maifter Kubrick, the medicine, will not 
lack cela^rky%r-I ha' gotten already a diploma from 
St. Andrew's, and in a mail or tWa I expac an 
order from Swedeq. . ^ 

Rub. Dpypu? Why then Mac-Hoofs Mixture^ 
or Swedes' Balfam, {hall be the title of it.-*- A lucky, 
chriftening is more than half the battle. We'lf go 
in, and prepare the adviertiferaeht. 

Mac?H. Yas, we mun invaftigate its axcellent 
faculties— it piay be caw'd the Unirarfal Rairiedy, 


4& T^W^PLlIITf on, 

the Grand Speceftck, the Panaceea !— and you may 
add a fmall nota be*€ f that It's art infallible cure 
for corn*. '■■ < *'" ; "' ; ■-■''■ >V K - y r ' ■ *•• 

Hub. Ay, ay, Atdehoif% ix -Mt^4- #- 8wi^ 
Balfam, (hall cure e*ery thiftg; one thiftg as wetr 
as another, I watoattt ycfii. ; [IE*****; ' 


*. > 
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,■■:: i . • *>1». „- •• ;Vf.: <i' . • •■/■".■» ,7 .; ■ / >.-./» Aw>\ 

■:•■■ r'<-. .-A'. ; .G T •- II, ''. ■■■r'f 

Scene, the fields near IJRngton. 
Snttr Meiton, Jqek Rubric^ and Eliza* ^ 

'-■'' ' Merim* t ' - --'•^^ 

WELL, tmt,EIizaf ^ ' , J ' 

Eliza. WeB, but, Mr. Merton ! I car* 
tell you no more than you have heard .over and 
over already. Your lively coufin, Lsetitia, is gone 
on before with Mr. Afpin ; is iri high j fpirits, an<l 
fcems fure of "fuccefs in her operations. What 
they are to be, I don't exa£Uy know ; and were 
I fully apprized of them, being enjoined fecreey, 
I tell you plainly,. I would not difclofe them. But 
the fulleft epnfidenfce may be repofed in her friend- 
fhip and abilities; and that ought to fatisfy you. 

Mer* 
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Mtr. Cruel Elizadn *'l -v;i ....•:* <>^ ;.>;,. 

JaciRuk* Cruel! ^by^T^i Yw are faft 
married already, you know; and there 13 Wit a 
propofitiofi in Euclid more cle/f, tkan *}*at v^hen 
tw* young people afG JawfuUy married no* ajl 
thft patents in JEngland ca^ unmarry tbenv 

Etiza. Very true) but he is always fo difcon- 
tented, fo unreafonable ! 

Jack Rub. Nay, now I am fure you are married. 
Tour fcolding the poor man, whea he is ready to 
hang himfelf, is downright demonftration. 

Mer. Scold W, rate me, .my dear Eliza, do 
what you will with me ! but, for Heaven's fake f 
4eliycrr me as foon as poffible from this anxious 
fituation *, for I long to claim you in the face of 
the world, and openly acknowledge you* 

Elipa.- All in gop4 time, Mr. Merton ; Laetltia 

* 

has undertaken for us, has promifed to make you 
acquainted vjth her intentions herfelf, and perhaps . 
aflign you a -part in carrying them into execution $ 
ig I muft infift on your waiting the refult of her 
endeavpurs with patience. 

Mer. patience \ well. 

Jack Rufr. Well ! ay, very well. There is no 
going always in a direft line, Tom. A curve 
fornetimes answers the purpofe better. The longeft 

U 3 way 


4 ?4 T^ Hr % . ft $ If ^)E/Nii j o,Ri 

^Ujfo^Jteyfc tti 1 * flw*eft-w«y Home, yQU k»o#£ 
-^^^j^^^^OyrJej.on (iorf<Aack,-^I f ct 
us make hafte to the Sp^L IJ^ is jail returning 
from his conftant exercife. He is as regular as 
the clock, is v ^xa£k v as a time-piece, ahcl the good 
houfetvlves fofft t*«if ftiefiit-by Mw. p Hte fchj^ys 
d^^t^ [ «b^ ; NieWiIUMd^twy^ 9 tafees *P%h€ft { 

&*Ph8ath; cofht* r d^w«fi HB^#gat^HSll> ^gfcdfhfr 

llrf6u|K> •rJd«b^yV rt baikii td r !flirig^i.v Tfrft J« 

£&&&<& Rdtrnd/ as tftfy^attite* VtoiM ftbt:w& 
fH%2#Hl& ^as'ori *l*e KgWread' ttt matrkribhy, 


^ .';.: r{ V\-~> A ff : ""i; r <T 


^BHzti. Ah^g^ctltefe I^Cofne, Mii. MSftclfrl -'->'• 

^iRft^ Oh, Efiz*!^ vim ' ~ ,;; - ;)J ^^' : " 

Merton ! Tom F66I indeed*— Let the 5 womeh ?!4<kft£ 
Tom ! Intrigue ■ aj'tfee^i^nefiV^Ybtfftiiiil adi' 
mire the efoa of 'to fchem^,' thWgft flft&iife 
pW&vctf the ma^t^y^aon'f a^^Hfefid^drft i 1 
and fhall arrive as fa|e y^ad 4$cure at the height of 
your wifhes, as you gonyp K ,a . jfta^fe^tliat ^»gs 
by geometry. Safe and fecur^ 'Fori^i^but; \ftep J>y 
^p^fpc^ •„ fp h$v$ 1 paUqWK> , and !b« £0*er#sd by 

-m-jvj jfh xii qii ii;.viu tfji )i\i.) '--frjii ilii 'j'li: 'jlvrf ± " 

Seem 
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Sim <&*>%** W&Oyhf* Ibd^gTat IJlingtdn^tll 
JftoHfyehdmi Wfrh botftt yp6pin> a cafeofntedi- 

writer* hol^-gktflj &ti\ ? > r >^ u >■ "■■'"■■ 

>tyQ$ty.\ Somtflwg l^ttierfofc my *i<fe* I think* 
tntf nc£ *|«M£ ^^vWthftrAwlAL«4yS|!fdii9yj».itt& 
and nsvgrs ttfeyer iWe t<^ dl£cmqz Hnrhalt'&ihe < matted 
wit^MiBe| 1 jtaw^titjfftii my/gbft^ovafer firtc§ : )t 
got pf jmy rfe^feii)^ 'mfampitoffaA lcoJd ; ,a#d< 
h$ayy <m n*y< f^maqhfj ^ppofo J ifwrag th& ^afe 
or riflfgith^, 4nh&. bellow t^ke fifty -turns in my 
>oom, from North to South, as Dr. Quackly di- 
re&e^ «i*ia ,1 ffixk^a, tyxn and a, fwif, aydjiops at 
the tahle.~\ Let me fee ! my eye$ ^$ as vyellp^f, as 
{$W. r fyojijn& in tfyglaferJ Jaundice* j^undi^e ! 
Anil then jqiy r tongue ! [jutting it out.'] { njy tojigue- 
Is as whife^s^ milk, and loaded as thick as a curd I 
A;l?Uip^s ^yef.jcQinjngl heigh Jho ! J?I1 take * t 
lit^5 : pf. ihe^Re-T- f ^hgH^U <# of,medkin$^ 

^^^rfiai^a^iKpbtr ? " 

ri>?0>/^: H M¥i^fpiti! >f ;> •■ - 1 "' 

Vi#toV->lW3iaf»! packing ^ourfdlf? Itetthe phials 
aIdW6, ; ^5pian. You are no more fick thahl^fru 
Thefe arp all n,ew fancies, taken up in the even- 

tV^ fl ■' ' ' ' • '■ * 
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'in* of yoif lSei : Ae J ^i^f-6rtlfe ttft&tfani* 

, ijigj the mere, effe&s of jndolepce and #8ift , 8J%n, 

ploymeiuy { I don't renwSj^r te^eH^felt, 

or fancied, you fclt,,an hour'* Hlpe&y i^you'feft 

the baxpk of Sf. Clement's, . . ; . , 

irOyley, If I had no* come from behind Ml fee* 

meijt'sj I fhouhfhave Iain in St. Clement's CSuteh-' 

yard by this time* At a certain time of fire, rcr 

..tirement frtfm bufinefs. as well as air ami etferafe, 

are abfolutely neceuary. . . 

Afpin. Ajr apd exercife ! formerly yob fiad riot 
a fingle complaints Standing at the (hop-door, and 
looking into the ftre,et, was air enough; and 
opening bales of cloth fufficient exercife y Btit you 
topk leave of your bufinefs and good fbirifi tto* 
gether j and now your npind is over-nUfi with 
vapours and inegrioisi, that make you fafuty your 
"body fwarm^ with diforders. . . * 

UOyley. Farley ! why, if, fancy would do the 
bufinefs, don't you think I had rather fancy ntyfelf 
v\ good health, Mr. Afpin ? ' ' " 

Afpin, No — you are fick by way of ammement 
—melancholy, to keep up your fplnts— yoii are 
eat up with the Spleen, mafter CO^ley. 

D'Oyky. 1 1 why d'ye think fo? '"' ' % ; tbl 

AfjpiW, I knbw fo. You have fevcry fymptom of it. 

1 jyOyUy. 


^JPQfky* Symptoms ? Itfamje them, I underftand 
Symptoms. , , 

1l ^j>/». Don't I know you weigh yourfeir *cveiy 
y*fjpj; after dinner ? , A ^ >. > - , ; 

iyOyAy. To be fore. ' #Hy! not fettftr deflate 
^ my health, as well as balance my accoufitS, Mr* 

«. _ 4ff}** Havq not 1 catched you feeliiig forii* ptdfe 

D'Oyley. Grafted. The pulfe catft& Watdied 
- , $09 minutely, f , 

Afyin. And are not you afraid of going out in 
;mEaft-Wind? ' ' ' " ' "* ' 

D'Oyley. AH the world agrees, nothing is more 
, .prejudicial. ; 

*'■'.:■' 4fy tn * Except not going out at all. Were not 

you kept at home for three weeks at ohe tinW by 

an old rufty weather-cock ? And near a fortnight 

.. at another* when it was tied up by fome fchool- 

**>?*? ■■>,.;■.,-: ... t ■ ,. 

D'Oyley. Ridiculous! ' .. ." ''' ' ''"-'' 
Afpin. Yes, and what's ten tinies more ricKealouSj 

are not you going to be married ? 

D'Oyley. $b gre&t fymptom of Splfeen 'th that, 

Mr.Afpin! l ' is r ' ". 

1 . • , <$M n * A T cr y w 9 e ^ r fymptodi of fofly and 

weaknefs, 




* . t 


\ 
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we^knefti Maftei* WOfkfl '-To* -4ft tkrrifcA'foie 
eorneif of fifty; (he is on the infideof t#en*f.? 
What W proiptftt *tf thePcMrfbHft'tof ' Aiatrihadity^ 
Do you tltitik fu<* ! a gl^ ^iir^^^^efiffi^yAg 1 
tft^rii^^^ii^o^ a tturfe'? "©if 'tW fon l hh^\hk^6at ! 
cM St. Clement's foppery 1 of a clean fhirt; fiwrWng 1 
feoe$> fmug vrfg* arid heatly-bruflied coat, widfe 
1&Fe*dt>*te Without i fyot, %ill hkve fufficiehV 
mktisWr bcr? Do ydtt imagine-^ /' *'* ^^ 

S*rv. Dr. Anodyne, Sir, is in the rooms,' and' 
will wait on you prefeatlyvifj y6u are afcleifSie. 

D'Oyley. Oh, mybelVkowpiioaenla todxeictoflkbr^ 
J Ijhall be very glad to fteihim; [£W/ Swi$nt* 
Now, my dearfriejod* trade twith your ?aSHc**f5* 
apad give me leave to receive the doffoifls vJfitJ' <^ 
,,Jfpin* Doftor^ Aaodyse A who is ho? -I* never 
beard of him ; he never af tepdedi you; facfoife* ■ ^ ' i 
. JXQylcy* ^No, , be is 7 ai aewii ph^firiaiD %\ * 'drin* t T 
tjwnktjiat a,ny<of the faculty h^facbyot faitnmytyfey* 
and Irflvifttto ctinfulti.DrjrAfiodyn^ fi! Hb i^b^Pb* 
*i y°W8 p*aQitkmcr> it t is, tru&;< yet* | kfk'&ld, 'of 
^eat 4 promifc and extenfive pTa611*o$ tfacfcgft fti? 
j$ ap% loag, rjetuimedi feam jflb*bajd> ami v btf£ $ut 
J^lyjatt|||^Jtfet $pfc * -&vaL jnii * a iijl^H 


JffW« t A yovmg yvify *«d ai y*M»a# pjjyfician f 
yqu, ,ar# ♦ ii* a we way* mafter, ©'Oyte^. ; Dofltar 
AwJjb*' WCbrhft istc^oftficsfe fvic^og; 4p&ow 
I, wap-ap£ yoi^, i tliat r#al^ r f g tyf , infewtipn yandf 
ixnjj^d^ce for th^fc TOPtflf &ftl f a^4 ex$firi&&bti 
f^^the.pfllfes of 014, wiifyfiriAMwWS $em* 
felve£ into the good graces of dowagers £, rolljj^ 

fucceed at St. James's », a»4 Idling J^^^j^hen, 
they are not allowed to flaughter Chriftians ; run- 
ning down to Tunbiidge or Southampton, when 
they havffno-^*^ -! ,•<-:; ...rAy.^r- r ,(i ,\.- : :, 

jDPOyilep. Eor Hea?enr^ifi^t heWiBhearyoij 
heftfe feet in ttb© room* ftf & Afj^ft/ •< ! ' 

tafc^jfii^ttraorvtwSo in aheTtfaJhs^aTkhfhto fdturft t$ 
finiftumy £e&ur& vVowaum^o-itatrbeeii^fed' 
allbia life to! he buPp, £afe aisd rndotetuidis a very 
hard ta&*ta*ftcf?I) ? Oyiey ! The mind of a retired 1 
triwtefniai* <wftioi^igff»t»s fcr^Wattt of ^mpfoyttieiit, 
a^ become* a^diilVi <fark*fid j£<ktiriyf ai 'the' lit*' 
ft4# of Ji$ fhfipr^tioa/SuridayLj But tate fci^ atf/ 
VjUe^ , J>'Qplefy» and , FU do you more good fhati all 
tl)ft 4q&Qf$ in Chriftp adorns > ; * -i '<{ ffiyfcj 
1 i&Qlkf 'tfibnfr What'cccirfb, -boifterotf* tplrftfs ! » 
Health is a fine thing, a vctf fiae-tbirigV 1 bii t-i ; 
; v man, 
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«»»* wbq has iu?ver bown w^ i* is f to > ill,, 
comm<jnl^ feem to h^ve, {lefthfr nerves, norsiffec^ 
tipn* ^ J^ n g^9 ^ the ctoaor— I^t nae ^t^, 
compose ^yfetf— Whatjs here? [p fining a booh\ t 
" Advice to the people in general with regai^l to^ 
" their taUtM* Ay, "Til read alitde^Thisboot, 
always gives me fome ufeful information^" Q^ 
" ^nlumjttidna.^ [ r *«ding] "This difeafeg;eflei;^jf 
"begins with a dry cough, which often continue!, 
«Vfpr fqpae nAontW. w Ba^ct, hack ! lb*Ifwghin$ Vi 
Yes f I have Vdry cough, andlhave Had for fome 
months. — "If a difpofition [reading] to ficknef$ 
« c after eating be excited by it, there is ftillgreatfr 
a reafon to fear an approaching confumpticw.r— *\ 
I \tfas fick as a dog immediately after dinner yefter- 
day — " The patient '}$ [reeding] apt to he ftdv— * 
Nobody ever fo apt to be fad, without any\r^(pjn 
on earth, ?s 1 aip.T-" Thers is generally[r^>^ * 
"a quick, foft, fmail pulfe" Tick, r ti9Jc, tickj 
[feeling ku f.ulfi] quick ?s lightning yer^^>ft a^I 
foalltoqj " Ttanighlbntfi^^ 
" is pretty, full, and rather Jjard^^Tack, tack^ , 
tack I Ifitlwg again] Full? it beats lifcea4rum, 
ready to burit thro' my veins.— " Thef&are [read* 
u ing] the opuimon fymptcuns of a begi?nip& £Wr 
** fumption." — All which jTymptoms Ii^ejLT^Nor^ 
, , <■ _ thing 


thihgbut a u proper regimen can keep me out 6f a 
confumption.- — Let me fee! '(turning over the leaves] 
"Symptoms of a ctropfy. XreaHingy Th$ jfha- 
€e farca generally begin with a fwelling or the feet 
cr and ancles towards n|ght, . whicp for fonie 
€( .time, difappears in tfie morming." Ah ! [looking 
at pis feet and legs'] I have not the leaft appearance 
of fwellirig this morning— That may be a very 
dropucal fymptqm. f c In the ^evening [reading] 
" the parts ? if preft with the finger, will pit.** ^ 
Til try that this evening. — u The fweUingtr/^/li^J 
cc gradually afcends— — H 

Rub. [without."] Stay! I'll only jufl; call upon 
Mr. D'Oyley, and be with you again immediately. 

'*- EnUt Rubrkk [a printed paper in his hand^] 

IsOyley* Mr. Rubrick ! I am heartily glad to 
fee you. You are very good to call in upon a 
poor fick'man. Tfriis is kind of you. 

'Rub? Yefe, I airi in a great hurry ; but 1 could 
not help popping in upon you, before J gato meet 
the partners in our intended ticw paper, at ?the* 
Angel at Iflmgton. — How are you, Sir ? Did you ' 
take the ftomach-pills ? ; 

IfOyliy, I did •, but continue rather flatulent*— 
full of wind ai a pop-gUn> 

> Rub. 


% 


with a dote or two of the Corrective Elixir. c , 

L ><W r ™l ii! » '" u: *™ nTt "f , 

ie«£. And how did it agree f f , -fyc\ 

^Wuyley. Weakened me moft exceedingly^ t ; , 
1?k£. Then Imuft fend you two or three bptdes 
of the Reftorative, with the next magazines. 
DOyley^ Do fa — But what paper is that. /Mr^ 

Kubrick r „ • , r^ c\c\ 

lea*. A proof of pur new paper — the nrlt num- 
ber'to be' publiflied the day after to-morrow-rrtbe 
Nobn-Poft ! - ci 

D'Oyley. The Noon-Poft ? ' ' - 

Rub. Yes. the Npon-Poft-r-an excellent .proje£U , 
— for it is the only time qf day^ you rknpwj, Jtaft 
open for an additional news-paper. The rnonjing 
and evening are quite overloaded. — jBefi(i£s 9 ft will 
ferve for an early morning-paper at the.W^ft end i 
of- the town, and will come out juft aboiftj phang^q 
hours in the Eaft.— Then it will^in'cjludc al} ,t^at 
has been in the morning-papers^-nlay-bills, eft 
atera x without poflibility of miftafee pr ^ecsptiqn, , 
and will foreftall all that is to be t ya thp erenmgx>njs % 
—-So that the Noon-Po/l will be the only papier, 
luftly calculated for the meridian of London*-* 
But weir deliver it without norns— horns may 
offerid the people of quality, you know— — 


ft,f??3^ , S 9 ?-5?i+ m 



fee her prefently. 

D'Oyky* And when are we tQ fi^ the happy 
day ? Ha, Mr. Rubrick ! T , T . _ 

'Rub. Let me fee, let me fee! How ftand mv 
engagements? [Pulling out a metriorandum-booL\ 
This is my eating calendar, Mr. D Oyley., > ■ t. rr 

\D'Oyley* Don't let us drive it off till jtowairfs 

autumn ! for then raty health will call me to Bath, 

; --What d'ye think of next Tuefday, for inftance ? 

Rub. [Looking at bis Almanack'] Tuefday, Jun^ 
II — the longeft day, and the fliorteft night— -a 
whimfical day for a marriage, Mr. iyOyley, 

jyOytey. WeH— the Thurfday after, then ? 

MuL thurfday? let me fee ! [confulting his calen- 
dar^ Thtirfday I ani engaged to eat a buck with 
the proprietors of Lloyd's* Chronicle, at the Long 
Room in Hampftead. 

jyOyley. TKe Saturday following, then ? 

'Rub. [Still 'looting ittfns calendar] Saturday, June 
15— tb feaft on the Almanacks at Stationers* Hall f 

JyOytey. '"Well— Monday or Tuefday in the next 
week ? 
Ulub. [Still r looking at his calendar] Monday, the 

annual 
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annual dinner of Turlington's Balaam, at die Star 
and Garter on Richmond-Hill ; and Tueftfay, the 
meeting of the proprietors of Butume it Fii $ at the 

Fackhorfe, on Turnham-Green. 
- lyOyley. JPiha f if you put it off in this manner* 
you'll get beyond the term of the contra£L " 

Rub. Nay, never he impatient, fon~in-iawf well 
fettle it for fome day in the month. . You'll bare 
time, and time enough, I warrant you. The fair 
lafts all the year, you know. — FIT be with y<ju 
again fbortly — but you muft excufe me at prefent 
—for I have left a gentleman waiting for me below^ 
I am to treat with him for a difTertation on the 
virtues of Iflington-Spa; and ,to be concerned with 
him in a fcheme for extracting falts from the J^ew 
River * fo your fervant, your fervant ! good day tp 
you ! [£*** haflily* 

D'Oyley \ahne\* This man is fo hafty and vio- 
lent, he always flurries my fpirita. Stay I I hear 
the do&or — No— 'tis fomebody clfe— a gentleman 
to afk for him, perhaps. 

Enter tatttia 9 as Dr. Jntayne, driffei im an rfigant 
fuit ofcloaths, with a bag*4uigani fvwri. 

Latitia* I came to receive your commands, Sir. 
. D'Oyley. My commands. Sir ! 

Latitia* 
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- jprtifet. If ytru pleafe. Let me have the honour 
lo^feel y o*i pulfe, Sir. Xjtakts'bis bandy Let mc 
look at four eyes,. Sir !— Put out your tongue, 
SiH— Very well, very well! — I fee how it is, # 
©nee, Sir !— Your appetite is gopd, and digeftlon 
Vad; your deep found, but refreshment little; 
ftfength great, but nerves weak ; and your whole 
habit paregorick, and hypochondriacal. . 

jyQyley* My cafe to a tittle! But you amaze me* 
Are you Dr. Anodyne ? ybu a physician* Sir? 

Latitia. To be fure. Why flioujd you doubt it, 

5^?.. ' : .'. ; 

D'Oyley. By your figure and appearance, I muft 
tqonfefs, Sir, I fhould rather have taken you for 
a foreign count, or an opera-finger. 

Lxtitia. \Vhy fo,Sir? Do you think itneceflary 
for a phyfician to appear like an undertaker? Thank 
. Heaven, I am ; the firft of the faculty, Sir, that made 
it proper and faftiionable in this country for a phy- 
fecian to look like a gentleman. I have fpent a 
good deal of time abroad, Sir; and even our clergy, ' 
when abroad, moult their feathered grizzles, caft 
their pudding-fleeyes, and put on white {tickings, 
long foo*ift» *mt bagnWigs, Sir. 
^p'Qykf. Ah ! fame of them are coming pretty 
near the mark at home, do&or. 

Lataia. I have had the honour of travelling, 
VOL. IV. X , ; Sir; 


3<*5 THS 111 E E If } orJ 

* 

Sir, 'and I thought it-right to adopt the modes, as 
well as fcience, of the feveral countries I vifited; 
Formerly, the grave owls of the college, with their 
clouted cravats, hay-cock peruke** clouded canes, 
and bolus buttons, feemed to think no man qualified 
to prefcri.be a cathartrck or emetick, that did not 
look as if he had juft taken one himfelfw— And 
their practice was as abfurd, as their figures were 
ridiculous. 
* jyOyley* Indeed, doftpr ! 

Latitia. Yes, indeed, Sir. A confutation of 
mere home-bred pbyficians, is worfe than an epi- 
demick diftemper. The plague, or the influenza f 
is nothing to it.— Your cafe for inftance I By your 
appearance, I fliould judge your cafe to have been 
wholly miftaket*. It appears at firft to have been 
merely nervous; but now, by improper manage- 
ment, it feems tending very faft to epileptkk, 
paralytrck, and drdpfical. 

D'Oyley. You frighten me* What courfe would 
you prefcribe, do&or ? • ' - 

Latitia. What regimen have you followed 
hitherto, Sir I « 

fi'Qyley* I have been ordered to Jive Very ttttl-* 
perate, fto ride every day, and to keep my fpirits 
quiet and eafy. • ' > 

Latitia* Ah f temperance, exercife, and peace 
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©f mind! the old remddy, and 1 a -wonderful dtf- 

4>overy, to be fure! But your diet? Give me the 

particulars. 

• jyOyiey* i Plain food, no<«wine, and fttf pfcklest 

Latitia; Wrong, Wrong, all wrongl YoUr tern* 
perament being too low, nature plainly dttefbs 
tfc&t you (hould live very high. A bottle of wine 
would operate as the mod excellent-cordial, and 
the ftimulation of pickles would both create and 
ftrengthen the appetite* ! 

D'Oyley. Nothing can* be t&ove reafonable* I 
muft alter my whole regimen, and enrich my blood 
with good eating and drinking — take chocolate 
for breakfaft, achearful glafs for dinner, and make 
a hearty fupper.-— How many grains of fait may 
•I put to an egg, <lo£torf 

Latitia. None. Eat fait in no fliape, unlefs fait- 
Jneats 5 but as much of thofe as you pleafe, Sir. 

D'Oyley. Meats falted, or fmoked, are what I 
iiave been exprefsly forbid, doftor. 

Latitia. Not by me, Mr. D'Oyfey. Confult 
yowr own understanding; Sit! How {hould fmoke, 
that preferves a flitch of bacon, injure you? tfr 
«falt, that keeps* a ham from ptitrefa&ton, hurt the 
*tonc-of your- ftoihach ? Cookery indeed renders 
many things unwholefome, that are not fo in them> 
i elves* Howi* your meat dreft, Su?? 


\ 
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lyOyby. Thoroughly done, always — for etfe* 
the do&ors tell me, that the juices would not 
affimilate. 

Latitia. For which reafofr they leave the food 
without any juices at all. Without them, "Sir, 
inftead of beef or mutton, you might as well eat 
mahogany. In Abyffinia, where a ftate of nature 
prevails, a ratar rather from a live ox is wholefome 
and delicious. Eat your meat as rare as poffible, 
Sir, and avoid bread as pernicious. 

jyOyley. Pernicious, do&or ! I always understood 
bread to be the wholefomeft food in the world. 

Latitia. A vulgar error, Sir ! Pap, mere pap, kill$ 
nine-tenths of the children that die in the Found* 
ling-Hofpital. Bread and milk fwell the bills of 
mortality. Bread induces a chachexy, and milk 
brings on an atrophy. The London milk too is 
nothing but a-cOmpofition of chalk and rain-water^ 
«nd the bread is all whitened ^fei& alum. 

D'Oy/fy. Mercy on aje! I fhallnev^rda^e to venture 
on a flige of bread and butter, or to put a fpoonful 
of cream in my tea again.— Raw flefy,andno br£ad4 
•—Why, thefe are wonderful difcoverjes, do£t?r. 

Latitia. \ have imported a thoufand difcoveries, 
Sir : It was I that firft entertained the world ^with 
the agreeable, fight of people walking the ftreets m 

the height of the fmall-pox. It was. I that— - 

Enter 


r 
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Enter Afpin^ hajlily* 

Afpin. Yes, it was you ! You, do&qr, that hpe 
broken the laws, of fociety, difturbed the peace of 
q private family, and thrown the whole place into 
confufion. 

Latitia. Sir I 

D'Oyley. What now? what's the matter, Mr. 
Afpin? 

Afpin. The do&or's the matter. He has been 
feeling the pulfe of your wife that was to be, 
examining too clofely into her conftitution, Mr. 
D'Qyley. 

XyOyley. I don't underftand you. 

Afpin. You are the only perfonin Iflington that 
don't. It is the common topick of the Wells, that 
there is too drift ^n underftanding between Eliza 
and this young pra£litioner. 

inter Mr. and Mrs. Rubrick. 

Rub. But havQ patience, Mrs. Rubrick ! 

Mrs. Rub. No, there is no bearing this. We 
{hall be the laugh of the whole place, the fubjedfc 
of all the Spa-lampoons of the feafon ! I can't ftand 
it, Mr. Rubrick ; and have fent word to the Row 
that we are returning thither immediately. 

• * • ' * • A ■ .* ,'■'■. ' ' . . A - > 

X3 Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Tabitha. 

Oh, fitter Tabby! lam glad yoH are come. Bid 
you ever hear of fuch an affair, fifter ? 3 •.>;..; 

Mrs. Tab. Ay, ay; I told you hpw it wotfki 
be, foontr or later, fifter. This comes of your 
travelling. This comes of your watering-places. 
The pitcher never goeafo often to the well— I he*4 
fay no more.— But come ; the hackney-coach, that 
brought me from the Row, is turned about* ahd U 
ready to carry the family back again. [Going, 

Rub. Stay, Mrs. Kubrick ! flay, fifter Tabitha I 
I queftion the truth of this ftory. What fignifies 
an idle report ? are not there a thoufand things 
paragraphed for fafts one day, and paragraphed for 
damned lies the very day after ? 

Jfpin. Don't truft to that, Mr. Rubrick ! The 
fa£l, I fear, is indifputable. The very maid whom 
they trufted has betrayed them, and ponfefs'd that 
the Dofttr there has more than once flept all night 
in your daughter's chamber, 

Rub. The devil ! 

D'Oyley. Ay, it's too plain ! I (hake as if I were 
in an ague \ three months of the Cold Bath will 
riot bring me right again. 

Latitia. Pfha ! this is a mere Englifh complaint. 

Abroad, 


■r 

* 
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Abroad, no- cafe is more common, or lefs alarming 
—•I'll fet you right, I warrant you, Mr. D'Oyley ! 
. Ifcub. Look ye, Mr. D'Oyley,' 1,/bali ia&ftctf* 
your fulfilling your contraft. The penalty, you, 
kfcow, is pretty confiderable— and I hope not to be 
obliged, by force of law, to compel yo»u to it* 

D'Oyley. • So ; this afFair will be the death of me. 
My heal&jdependfr <mmy peace of mind j and that 
is fu^e ( of being,; deftsoyed, eit&e* ;hy a wife» , >or * 
law-fuit. • . . i( * 

Enter Jack Rubrick. 

Jack Rub. Where is this rafcal, that pretends to 
have difhonoured my fitter ? Til drive him to the 
center! 
. Lcstltia. My center is here, Sir. 

Enter Eliza and Merton. 

Mr. and Mrs. Rub. Eliza ! and Mr. Merton here ! 

Mer.^teSy Sir ; yes, madam ; I am here: When 
Eliza's life, fortune, or reputation are in danger, it 
is impoflible for me to keep at a diftance. She 
now lies under a moft vile and falfe calumny, 
and he is a rafcal that dares aflert or infinuate the 
contrary. 

Latitia. So fay I, Sir! Woe be to the man that 
dares impeach her honour ! I have always been a 

X 4 ftaunch 
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(launch <£tkvA to the fax* and fhall moil ottftWj 

be true to this lady. •.••.; • . . •= ■.;> a ^ 

EH%Aj\ hav$ 1*e$fc moretruetq myfejfi fiin«-*d 
Bcjkve me, madam—bclicfe m$, aiunt-«<4elwtoe!' 
mc, Mr. D'Oyley, there is no truth lhjthisinfav 
mous ftory. .•* ■ ' > ■ 4 --a ^ ' 

D'Oyley* Too much, I am afraid, mi& BHza ! I 
You never paid the kaft; attention tern* before* 
and your e^raeftil&fe now only ferv«5 td cfaffiim 
my fufpicions. Would you marry her y omfc l fi 
do£or? that is the fureft way of making her feme 
whole again. . • >> 

Latitia. For particular reafons,beft knowntoniy- 
felf and the young lady, I muft beg to be excufed. 

Rub. Damnation! 

D'Oyley. See there ! can you wondejj at fciyr 
hefitation, Mr. Rubrick? 

Mer..Y or my parj:, I look upon, the do&orto 
be more dangerous as a phyficiaii, than I A gallant ; 
and fo little do I credit this fcan^al, tta*t, withMr. 
and Mrs. Rubrick's confent, I am willing to accept > 
of her hand immediately.— What fay Eliza, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Rubrick, to my propofal ? 

Eliza. I am all confuGon! A 

Rub. And I am all diftra&ipn !— As to your 
offer, there's fomething handfeme eaough^**but 
Mr. D'Ctyley's contract— — 


\ IPOyky.Mtb tBai,M«/Rtobi4ckvl?»teid^avour 
la make you cafy. For the fate of health; and 
happinefs, and peace of mind, I am c6ntent to 
forfeit' half the penalty, and to fettle it on tfhc 
young compte. 

Afpin. And I'll throw in the other half, as * 
Weffing to my god-daughter. 

Rub. That'* gencrotis, I ifruft cenfe fi ge nerbuaf 
on both fides. What day fhal! We fix for At 
ceremony r 

Mar. It is needlefe to fix any <hrf. 

£«*. How ? 

Mtr. The ceremony h already oyer; we hare 
been married thefe three weeks. And I confider 
the doftor as my heft friend, in hating been the 
meang of curtaining your confent to ratify our 
union. 

Lttitia. Yes, I am a faft friend to all this good 
company, Mr. Rubrkk. 

Rub. Friend I And pray who the devil are yoti* 
friend? 

Mer. AA old accjuaintance of your's, I affure 
you, Mr. Rubric!** 

Rub. An acquaintance of mine ? 

Ixttitla. Yes, Sir. Look me full ift the face, 
and fcc if you doift recoiled me. 


■-•■>■ -- -R^ 
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Rub. Ifrokiipg Jledfajify'] Eh ! let me fee ! Wby> 
fare it can't be — i'faith, but it is tho' — a female 
Hippocrates, by Jupiter ! 

D'Oyley. .What ! the dc&or a .woman ? Have I 
been bled, and bliftered, and purged, and pickled, 
by a female. phyfician ? 

. Latitia. Even fo, Sir ! — ;A woman well known 
to your family, Mr. Rubrick.— ^-Aiid you mult own, 
gentlemen, that I boaft lefs than modern gaUaata^ 
are apt to do, and am more careful of the honqwr k of 
the ladies than gallants are apt to be, wbjen I avow 
the charge of being my fweet Eliza's bedfellow. 

Rub. So, fo ! Mr. Merton's eoufin Laetitia? 
. Jfpin. Yes, Lsetitia, Mr. Rubrick ; and Til fairly 
own, that I joined with Mrs. Madcap there, an4 
the reft of the youfig folks, in . concerting: tim 
fcheme, to cure my friend D'Oyley both of hi$ 
Spleen-and inclination to matrimony y and by that 
means to reconcile you to, your daughter and fon- 
in-law. 

Rub. Well, I forgive you. I forgive them too. 
I. am fo pleafed with this unexpected turn, and 
this clear proof of my daughter's innocence, that 
I can forgive any thing. I'll fend a flaming para- 
graph of their wedding to all the news-papers— « 
but the Noon-Poft {hall have the firft of it. 

Mrs* 
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Mrs. Rub. Do you think I ought to forgive them 
too, fitter Tabby ? 

Mrs. Tab. Ay, ay ; all's well that ends Well, 
fay I, fitter Rubrick. 

Jack Rub. Why, here has been a change of 
fyftem, to be fure, aunt Tabitha. 

D'Cfyley. To complete the change, let me throw 
m my new refoliitions. For your fake, mifs Eliza, 
I (hall hereafter wave all thoughts of matrimony ; 
and for yours, madam doftor, [to Latitid] I (hall 
for the future, be more' diffident of nojlrums and 
phyficians. Mr. Rubrick mutt henceforth expe& 
my cuftom for books, rather than medicines ; or 
if he chufes to weave my ftory and chara&er into 
a farce or a novel, I (hould be happy to hear it 
afforded an hour's entertainment, and was repeated 
nightly, as A cure for the Spleen. 


epilogue* 
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.,,•■. i , ■ ...... 

. - / ^fuDkemby Mrs* King, 
Jn the tharafier of Dr. Anodyne. 

A Female do&o*» Sir* !— ©i>d pray why not .?* 
H*v« jtck fcom Natuw a fole patent got ? * 
Oft you chw town experience* fenfe, and 

feapwtedSV 
(Like xn*ta**n i* trait waifteoats) to tk$ col&ge 2 
iLet m pro&aifee Utrdur whokfome revolutions 
Would qtricfciy owid your crazy cenfti ti>tioas. 
bwref* at female trith a reverettd caifodc> 
What 43pruc*4fviiie would morenecome thehaJTock ? 
Or robe her «* a lawyer^ gown and band, *• 

.What judge fo fweet a pleader could withftand ? 
Into St. Stephen's chapel let us go ? 
What power our aye would have ; what force our no ! 
Try us in all things — there are very few, 
We women could not do, as well as you. 

Shew me thro* all creation, thofe who can, 
A fiercer tyrant than the tyrant man. 
Lion to lionefs is calm and civil, 
But man with woman—- plays the very devil. 
In France, where politejfe fliould rule the land, 
The {centre's wrefted from a female hand. 

Afpoufe 


EPILOGUE, 

A fpoufe in China keeps his brain from madding, 
By crippling Dearee's feet to (poil £er gadding^ 
While the grand Turk, lord of a vaft feragHo, 
Warms the whole houfe— himfelf one great Buzaglo. 
Hire we're denied the privilege to- think, 
And fcarce allow'd the ufe of pen and ink. 
But mark your playhoufe wits, and fairly tell, 
If we poor women could not write as well: 
Yes, ladies, we have written, and we tui/I% 
No lords, alive or dead, (hall (top our quill. 
Break down the fences of a partial tribe, 
And let us too preach, counfel and prefcribe ! 
Firm as Rome's matrons, bold as dajne$ of Sparta, 
Let Englifh women forma female Magoa Ch.atfa;, 
Affert your rights, you muft command fucc^is, - 
And make King John fubmit to brave Queen Befs. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE following little Piece was written at 
the requeft of Mr. Sheridan, who thought 
that whatever was faid of the late manager, or of 
his fucoeflbrs, would come with a better .grace 
from a third perfon than from the parties con- 
cerned. I am happy to have had it in my power 
to oblige him ; and heartily wifli that the candour 
and indulgence, which the publick have {hewn to 
thefe fcenes, may prove a prelude to the fuccefs 
of his fuperior abilities to entertain them. His 
laurels being yet green from the fame of the. 
JDuentna, revived in my mind the idea" of two 
chara&ers, Crotchet and Sir Dulcimer Dunder, 
which it is well known that I had in contemplation 
about twelve years ago, and which were then in- 
tended to ferve as an introduction to a comick 
opera. The thought propofed foj: the fubje£t- 
matter of the Praloguty was kindly worked up bj 
a . friend, . who defired to remain concealed, 
but whofe ftile and manner are too familiar to 
the ft age, not to betray him to the publick, who 
will doubtlefs be pleafed to fee him difpofed, even 
in his retirement, to contribute to their amufementa. 
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Scene, The playhoufe-pdjfage — the doers jujl open 
—various people going to the play— Coachmen 9 
Chairmen, Conflablesy Fruit-women, &c. attend- 
ing as ufuaL 

' Fruit-woman. < 

CH'A fome nonpareil! ! ch'a fome fruit, yout 
honour!— -a bill of the play! — take fome 
f ruit—ycm'il he very dry in the houfe, Sir — a bill 
of the play T 

Lad. Here !— let'sfee your biH, and fix-penn'orth 
t& vfol&^ttf*l%ty*%d fruj*.'] U this the way to 
the gallery? 

Fruit-woman. Up thofe fteps, Sir— ■ klcfe your 
honour ! — [exit Lad.] ch'a fome nonpareils I*-* bill 
of the play ! 

T Z Enter 


H ETW B RO QMS! 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. and little Mifs Dripping. 

Mrs. Drip. Lord, lord ! I am in a monftrouf 
heat, Mr. Dripping! fuch a long walk, all the way 
from Candlewksk-ward ! and then, my dear, your 
coat's quite fpoiPd, and the child's flip all fplafli'd 
by the hackney-coaches — here, let me fet you to 
rights, Betfey, before you go among the company^ 

Mifs Drip* [while Mrs. Drip, is fettling her \J 
Dear me ! what a fweet place this is ! Are the 
a&ors all alive, papa? 

Drip. Alive ! ay, alive and merry, I warrant you. 

Mifs Drip. And (hall we fee Punch, papa? 

Drip* No, there's no Punch here, child \ Punch 
is entirely engaged in the country. 

Mrs. Drip. Nay, nay, don't ftand prating, here^ 
Jtfr. Dripping ; we fhaMh have loft the firft rpw in 
the gallery* Come alc>ng # child ; come along, Mr. 
Dripping! , , L^xf™*. &&&!%$• 

•'.•■• • •. ' * n.< :. ,< v) 

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Furrow i and Frank Furrow* 

Frank Lord* feather! how grand tjhey^Iiave 
made the outfide of the (how-place ! It's, fines- than 
ournewTawarhoijfc, lately bi*Ut fc* theiii wor&ins 
at feflufns, and the judges at'f^s*, i p -.» ; .,. : ,n-v •; ? 

Mrs, Fur. But, Mr. Furrow !• 

?ur. 
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Fur. "What d'ye fay, love ? Y , 

^frx. Fur. Sha'n't we fee the (mart, handfome 
young fellow, that did Romeor at bur town, in July, 
among the player-men ? 

Fur. See him, love ? Thou may'ft fee him, and 
fome of the reft on'emi mayhap— but in another- 
guefs fafliion than they were i'th' country.— Romed 
—Romeo may fweep the ftage, perhaps — and 
Alexander drift the Icenes-^and Julius Cfcfar light 
the candles. 

Mrs. Fur. Why, fure! you donY tell me fd! •* 

Fur. Very true, love! why the R is in the 
month, wife 5 and that makes a wonderful dif- 
ference in the player-folks' confequfence — ay, and 
in other folks' confequence too, love. There's the 
member for our town, who makes fuch plaguy long- 
winded fpeeches at the Raven, and our hall i'th' 
country, all fummer — all winter i'th' parliament- 
houfe is as mute as an oyfter. 

Conjiable* Have a care of your pockets, gentle- 
folks! ■ ' ' " Vv ^; '^' ■ ■■ 

Fur. Icod, that's rights- — have a care of thy 
metal watch, Frank! Mind your pockets, dame 
Furrow ! A plaguy pickpocket place, this fame 
play-houfe, I promife you. {Exeunt. 

Y 3 Enter 


\ 


Brier itattorakd Itofyy am^k^m. 

Sailor. Come along, Moll! ft reamers waving^ 
arid colours flying ! come klong, girfl "awaytihttie 
launch of Old Dryry ! The veflel has been careened 
and refitted, and a ftout ^rew on board, I hear- 
but tljey have loft their old gallant commander- 
Davy for ever! Davy for ever| I wim tbe new 


Jacks a fair wind, however— give t;hem fea-r 
enough, and— j f , ^ 

Fruit-woman. Ch'a fome nonpareils ! a/ bill cif tKc 
play, ma'am T 

D^jry. Oh, I muft have fome fruit, JacL-*-£[ow 
do you fell them, miftrefs? 

FruiUwoman. Six for a — — 
v Sailor. HarVee, Moll ! don't you be Rowing too 
much four-crout aboard — it will give your the cno* 
lick, mayhap. Let's fee, fweetheart ! one, two, 
three— damme, what fignifies reckoning ? Here's a 
full night's pay for you. and We'll tciit Ac whole 
cargo [takes the bajkei\ Come alcmg^Mdft 1 Davy 
for ever ! 

Britons ftrike home, &V. ' 
, \§xjit with Doty ruling and f^ipfr 

Phelimcrofiingthtflaget''* *> - -'t 

?*#/?»; 'Oh, -by" St PatritKi 1 imiftMVtibe 

' * too 


e 

.'; J 


too late— the }mhywJ^J&9fc&e*$(w™tG 






Enter Catcall. ' 

Pbelim, Qh! is, it you, matter Catcall? I am,, 
gla*l to fee yoij— that is, I'll be glad another time* 
d'ye fee— but I'm going to the play this monient, 
l>e^fe JL kacry ;t is too late, and. I'll not be able to 
get in ; fo I qan't ftay to fpake to you now, unlefg 
youflj come along with ipe, honey ! 

Catcall. Stay 5 don't be in fuch a hurry, Phelim 
•—you're in very good time? — there will be room 

«9>Q^K I srofaife yo»* ^ 

Pbtlvn. To be fare I don't know bitter, ljoney I 
Haven't I. taken place?, when they were not to be 
had, no more than a place at coort? and haven't I 
flood here in the, anti-chamber, on the outfide of 
t]ie howfe, ramong all the dear cratures, fqueezing 
and crouding, and ftgueaking and fquawling, and 
tearing of capuchins, and braking of ligs, and all 
the fport hi nature, honey ? 
f CaicalL Ay, ay •, that was formely * but the cafe 
is altered now, Phelim* , — 

Pbelipi. Why, what's % matter npw, hpnqr? 

Y4 Catcall, 


i 
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iCM£4tt.Cfi\> Hkc Cctoii A l Mk^ror » bfofce to 
pieces 5 that's all, Pfediifc— — It ufed to 1 ftewtlH^ 
figt^r^ df bfce managed; but' now the fragttieti'ts 
reflefthalf afcore. rI j ! :h 

'Phelik* Mirror^-aml fragments? dibble buVn 
me if I underftaftd a Ifrord that you fay, my deaSP 1 

Ctftaz//. Rofcius is departed.^-The lftde^Mft 1 * 
has left *he fconfe— It ufed to be fuH in hi^^Sttfej 
it ifr true, Phelhttj fcrtl as ah egg— bat helre gbtitf 
off with the meat, and a whole crew of new ma- 
nagers ate pitting to lea m the egg-fliell. " 4 

Pheiim. Oh, <**nighty pliiant voyageH j^odlftcl!* 
to 'em! T ' f -> "^ 

CW**& Poor deviU ! what Will they <te? v Btot 
get half percent, for their moneys— tadt fait to i^fifeir 
porridge* Let me fee—who are they ? a po^t-^ 
cbmpofer of mufick— a practitioner in-^-WhatW 
medley I Ah, little David ! 


•Ah> woeisttief x 


To iee what I have feen, fee'whafc: Ifee P^Q 


■ ' •'••,> «' i ■ is 


Pheiim. Why, what the divel fhould you fte^ 
but what you ^'fee? Now* by my fowley I4m 
glaAfre lagoney^ . , ^ ^ ^^ 

^^;uio Pbelim* 


<&$4lbjGte$\n u j f , \ : ^.< A .« 


.Phclim. To be fure I am glad. New Broms, yoa 
kipw— befides, I intixuLto go upon the ftagc myfelf. 

, C^^/ t%^&%3^ WeD, : that yqu might have 
done before, Phelim. , f ■<]..,: 

Phelim. Oh, no fuch thing, my dear r The little 
thmiraf £0 /^hirpfclf t , there, was no room for 
a#y, bo4y jcifer-there. i* roojn for janius now. 

,qqU<$4 T£m# more rc*Kr<* *fcan , company, pe*. 
fc*I% 3^ 3 gp ngon the ftage, I are fyatl furious? 

PjWjVk. Why, whene is the, joke ? What fhould 
hinder mj going on the ftage, any more than his 
going off it ? 

, QatcalL Don't you think that the brogu e ..■'■ 
., J*helm+ Dh y the brogue's nothing at all, my dean 
It's very will Igiown that nobody fpakfis EngHfh fb 
will as- yxmr Iriflinien— except the Scotch, indeed* 

Catcall. Rather late, at your time of life* for 
the ftage, however. Confider your age, Phelim. 

Phelim* J^y ags I qb,>th^aulder the bitter, boy. 
Don ? t,4U;y®u>/(^Jd a&ors/phy the ^yanngiparts ? 
-and how can your young fellows have had any 
experience? 
;-r C^tcjtU* Q*n:jov boaft of any ? 

Phelim. Boa ft ? to be fure I can't boaft ! to be 
fure I haven't a Shakefpeare in my pocket here. 

^ \ Catcall. 


53d ^ K E W BROOMS'! 

Catcall Wky> hare yon ? 

Pbelim. Oh, yes— he always fleets with me by 
day and by night. See hew ! {Producing a took. 

Catcall You're a magazine of literatu re ■ » ■ a 
walking, mufcniw, Phelim. » 

Pbetim. A parftft circulating library ! all play* 

are thefame to me too— And now FlLradc you4ti 

fpache, extimpor&> as well as if I had ftudied it r 

Let's fee now! [opening . the book.'] — Jbichar&'ihe 

Secpnd^readingJ] — firft, fecond, third or fourth*, 

'tis all one to VheJ^^Rhherdtbi fc&rtti, [tvedimg.'] 

•^ay, welU**fo muph the bitter-H-wc btoe beeni 

boddered fo long with Richard the Third, youkpwwv 

•— Now we'li ihew little Rofcius ihe difference* mki 

[Reads wkbxt brtgut* 

. -< # •- , . * --' •. ■• ^ .'MsVA vA* 

c < As in a theatre the eyes of mm, 

cc After a well-grac'd aftor laves tie ftage,, 

c< Are idly bint on him that inters next a * ' 

Oh, the devil ! this paffage is rather mdl-a-prap6&-- 
Ipuis up the bwi.^^huit Jfli makerltke t folka fen» 
nte, and luck, at me too* I warrant you^hefieU. <£ 
fine figure, honey ! none of your Jittk #bi>ppep* 
fnapper Lilliputia^t— ate up wkh the goat <anifr 
the i?heumauti&-t-Uuu tali enough jb^aaJriflfcbfigddep 
ai^u^oag'^Q^u^ Scarry a chair;; • uo^ io 


(( 
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Catcall. Well ! if you are refclved on the ftage, 
Pbelim, your frknds muft fupport you. * 

Phelim. Oh> ah Irifliraan never wants fupporters, 

Catcall. Yes; we muft rectimmend you to the 
managers, make a party with the audience, ahd 
puff you in the papers* You (hall have all' my in- 
tereft both Isehirid the curtain and before it. 
%<FMinL.Q\krl. let little Phelim atone for the 
curtains, honey! 

CaUalL Nothing to be done without fuch 9 
friend as I, Phelim !— <Tbc town knows me well 
enough, and fo do the managers ; I give them a 
touch. now and then in the papers. , Drama* 
tfttis in the Chronicle, the Obferver in the Poft, 
the Elephant in the Packet, the Drury-Lane Moufe % 
and Coveflt-Garden Cricket^ — all mine, Phelim ! 

Phelim. Whew ! Two ligs fat upon three ligs! 
Why, your critick's a parfi£t caterpillar ! 

Cateatf* -Yes; tod my friend Crotchet, the 
author A«>,-WJho;i3 T in6^ writing *for the houfe* 
(hall introduce yxnito the managers, and give you; 
fome inftru£Uons;u£br, you muft know, h£ reckons 
himfelf a better a&or<than any on *be ftage. As 
to the puhlick, Pll let them know what to think 
of you. Crotchet lodges in this neighbourhoodr— 
never mind going to the play — it will not be 

worth 
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worth while, I promife you ; fo keep your money 
in your pocket, and cpme along with me to JVfr. 
Crotchet's. 

Pbelim. By my fowle and I will ; I am much 
obliged to you for Mr. Crotchet; and I ihall be tree 
{hillings the bitter for you to my dying-day, my dear. 

Scene changes to Mr. Crotchet's. Crotchet at his 
barpjichordy accompanying Mifs Quaver. 

A I R, by Mifs Quaver. 
Qualche d'amore. Piccinu 

The realms of Drury 
Cannot procure ye 
So great a fury 

As Nelly Jones : 
For if you fue her, 
And make love to her, 
Howe'er you wooe her, . 

She'll break your bones. 

Crotchet [after the air~\. Very well, my dear ; 
very well indeed ! an agreeable manner, and fine 
tones ! I'll recommend you in the ftrongeft terms 
to the new managers ; you ihall certainly be en- 
gaged at a handfome falary, and play a capital part 
in my new Opera. 

Mifs Quaver. You are very good, Mr. Crotchet; 

and 
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and I (hall think myfelf infinitely obliged to you 
for your kindnefs. 

Crotchet. Not at all, my dear; one kindnefs 
brings on another ; it will be in your power to 
{hew ine a few little civilities in return. You un- 
derftand me, my love ! And I make no doubt but 
our acquaintance will be mutually agreeable, 
[Smiles, chucks her under the chin, and kijfes her hand. 

Enter Catcall and Phelim. 

Phelim. Oh, lit's go back as faft as we came, 
frind ! Don't you fee we (hall interrupt the jon- 
tleman ? 

Crotchet. Not in the lead t Pray walk in, gen- 
tlemen! Mr. Catcall, I rejoice tq fee you. Have 
I the honour of knowing this gentleman ? a friend 
of yours, I fuppofe, Mr. Catcall ? 

Catcall. He is, Sir, and extremely ambitious of 
your friendftiip and acquaintance, Mr. Crotchet ! 
Mr. Phelim ! [Introducing them to each other. 

. Cwtchet [tniing , Phelim by the hand]. Sir, I (hall 
fee happy T to be known, Sir, to any friend, Sir, of 
my friend. Mr, Catcall's* Sir* and I fhali be proud 
to ferve you, Sir ! 

Phelim,. And I'll be, proud too, my dear; and 
as to farvice, by my fowle you may ga to farvice 
immediately;/, , i \ . j 

Crotchet. 
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Crotchet. How can I be of ufe to you, Sir ?,' 
Catcall. Mr. Phelim hopes for your intereft Witt 
the new managers of the theatre, Si^. 
Crotchet. In what line, Sir? as an author? or 
Catcall. He flatters himfelf he has £3me talents 
for afting. , . 

Phelim. You may fay that 5 1 do flatter myfelf. 
Crotchet. Talents for afting ? — Lack-a-day, 
gentlemen ! acHng-^acHng's all over now. K . ^ 

Pbelim. The divil it is !— What, is the ptayhQufe 
burnt down, of (hut up, then ? 

Crotchet. No — but plays are worn out, Sir. Otr 
way's a rag, Jonfon obfolete, and Shakefpeare 
worn threadbare. Plays !• — plays might <io 'well 
enough formerly indeed 5 but quite out 01 faflnon 
now, Sir. Rays and little Rofcius left the ttage 
together, Sir ! 

Phelim. What will the ftage do then ? 
Crotchet. Do ? — Mufical pieces, to be fure— 
Operas, Sir — our only dcpendance now.— We 
have nothing for it now but wind, wirfc, rofin and 
catgut. This is the thing — this is the thin g 
[thrumming on the harpjichord] Have you any voice ? 
Can you fing, Sir? 

Phelim. Voice! Oh, by my fowle, voice enough 
to be heart! acrofs the Channel, from the Gate or 
the Hid, to ould Dublin :— - And then I can fing, 

Arrah 
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Art A my Judy, Arrah my Judy ! and the Irifli 
howl — Hubbub-o-boo ! {howling] — oh, it would do 
your heart good to hear it. 

Crotchet. Should be glad of~that pleafure, Sir $ 
a little fong now, by way of fpecimen ! 

Pbelim. Oh, you're as welcome as the flower* 
in May, my jewel. Him ! him ! [Sings. 

Crotchet. Well, Sir, that may do yery well, in- 
troduced into a Cornicle Opera. 

Phelim. An Irifhman in an Opera! Oh, my dear! 
Crotchet. And why not, Sir ?— Operas are the 
only real entertainment. The plain unornamented 
drama is too flat, Sir. Common dialogue is a dry 
imitation of nature, as infipid as real conversa- 
tion ; but in an opera, the dialogue is refreshed by 
an air every inftant. — Two gentlemen meet in the 
Park, for example, admire the place and the wea- 
ther; and after a fpeech or two the orcheftra take 
their cue, the mulick ftrikes up, one of the charac- 
ters takes a genteel turn or two on the ftage, dur- 
ing the fymphpny, and then breaks out — -— 

When the breezes 
Fan the trees-e6, 
Fragrant gales 
The breath inhales, 
Warm, the heart that forrow freezes. 
[Singing and walkings as defcribed in his fpeech. 

Pbelim, 


1 


33<S NEW BLOOMS! 


> 


rbelim* Oh ! thefe airs arc mighty refreshing 
indeed, as you fay. 

Crotchet. No other chance for fuccefs now, I 
promife you, Sir. — The managers know thdt well 
enough — they know how many thoufand pounds 
were got laft year by the Highland Laddy> and 
Gratnachree 9 Sir !— a-z*a~£quavering'] And lover* 
in the young /—that's the mark, Sir. 

Catcall. I am glad to hear we are to have an 
Opera of yours, Mr. Crotchet, this feafon. 

Crdtchet. You are, Sir; and I have got the 
fineft unnatural thought for it ! ■■ ■ " 

Catcall. Natural y you mean, Mr. Crotchet. 

Crotchet. Natural ? I thought you knew better, 
tyh\ Catcall. Nature has nothing to do with an 
Opera — nor with the ftage neither^ now little 
Rofcius has left it — we fliall go quite upon another 
plan now, Sir. — What do you think I call my 
Opera ? 

Catcall. Can't guefs. 

Phelim. Nothing in nature, to fee fuiie, my jewel. 

Crotchet* No, Sir ; I reverie nature. . My Opera 
is called, Sir, is calle d ■ ■ 

'Phelim. Oh ! it has been called long enough. I 
wifli it was coming. * 

Crotchet. It is called then, Si r » »■ >* 

Phelim. Arrah, what ? 

Crotchet. 
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Crotchet. Topfy-tunry. 

Phelim. The wrong fide uppermoft? 

Crotchet. Yes, Sir— Topfy-turvy — that's the title 
of it— the fcene,an ifland in the Antipodes, where 
the women are paramount, and the men are in 
fubjeftion.— The ladies judge, fight, fwear, drink, 
ravifli, et cater a \ and the gentlemen knit, fpin, 
fcold, pout, and fo forth* At the opening of the 
piece, after a foft overture, the curtain rifes to flow 
mufick,the Lady-Chancellor and the Field-Marfhal 
being juft brought to-bed ; upon which ■ 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Sir Dulcimer Dunder defires to fee you, 
Sir. 

Crotchet. Defire Sir Dulcimer to walk up. 

[Exit Servant. 

Catcall. Sir Dulcimer Dunder ! He is a great 
connoifleur in mufick — is not he ? 

Crotchet. He is?— but as deaf as a poft* 

Phelim. Pity he is not blind, that he might be 
a connifure in pictures too. 

Crotchet. Oh, as to that, Sir— but he's here. 

Phelim. Say no more, then— *-walls may have 
ears, you know. 

Vol. IV. Z Enter 
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Enter Sir Dulcimer D under. 

Crotchet. Sir Pulcimer, I am happy to have the 
honour of feeing you. 

Sir Dulc. Your fervant, Mr. Crotchet ; gentle- 
men, your fervant. They tell me, Mr. Crotchet, 
there is fome mighty pretty mufick in your new 
Opera — I Ihould be glad to hear fome of it. 

Phelim. I belave you'd be glad to hare any thing. 
— Pray now, Sir Dulcimer, will you give mc 
lave to ax you a little quiftioji ? 

Sir Dulc. Sir? 

Phelim. Will you give me lave to ax you t 
quiftlon ? {bawling. 

Sir Dulc. Stay, Sir, one moment, if you pleafe 
i — [produces a hearing-trumpet, and applies it to his 
ear.~]~-~ Now, Sir !-—what were you faying, Sir ? 

Phelim. What the divil ! am I to talk into that 
faucepan ? 

Crotchet. Sir Dulcimer never converfes without 
it. 'Tis his conftant companion. 

Catcall. A very neceiTary Vade jMecum y you fee. 

Sir Dulc. [to Phelim] What was it you were 
faying, Sir ? 

Phelim. May I be fo bould as to ax you, Sir 

Dulcimer, how you came, to be fo fond of muficfc', 

when you are fo hard of haring, Sir ? 

Sir Dulc. 
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Sir Dulc. OH, there's nothing at all Extraor- 
dinary in that, Sir. 

Pbelim. The divil there isn't ! 

Sir Dulc. Nothing at all, Sir-—It is a mighty 
common thing for deaf perfons to gain the power 
of hearing by what ftuns other people. Lady 
Towzer, for inftance- — you know lady Towzer ? 

Pbelim.. I haye hard of fuch a lady. 

Sir Dulc. Well, lady Towzer could never hear 
but in a mill. The clack of common converfation 
made no fort of impreffion on her. And lord 
Thicknefs, for the very fame reafon, built his fine 
new houfe over-againft a trunk-maker, and next- 
door to a pewterer. 

Pbelim.. An agreeable neighbourhood ! 

Sir Dulc. And I, Sir, that can fcarce hear the 
guns at the Tower, without the help of this 
trumpet, always put it up at a concert. 

Pbelim. With or without 'tis all the fame thing, 
I fuppofe. 

Sir Dulc. Handefs thunder ftrikes upon the 
nerve like electricity ; the ear-pierci?ig fife ferves 
for a fyringe ; — nay,.I mould not lofe a (ingle demi- 
femi-quaver of zfolo on the flageolet. — Mufick, 
Sir, mufick plays on the drum of my ear, like the 
wind on an ^Eolian harp, Sir. 

/ Z2 Pbelim. 


f 
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' Phelim. By my fowle, Sir Dulcimer, if that wa* 
my cafe now, I would have a barrel of mufick al- 
ways before nje— or I would lire in an organ— 
or take lodgings in a bafs-viol. 

Crotchet. Sir Dulcimer ha* a very nice ear for 
mufick, I promife you. 

Sir Dulc. Mr. Crotchet, have you adapted Sir 
John Suckling's words to the tune I compofed for 
your opera? 

Crotchet. I ha ve*< Sit Dulcimer* 

Sir Dulc, TUbis lady fings, I fuppofe. She?ll be 
fo good as to favour us with it*— Now you fhall 
fee, Mr. Phelim ! [Putting up his trumpet. 

Crotchet. Come, Mifs Quaver ! 

Mi fs Quaver. Lord, I can't fing his frightful 
tune, Sir— but the words will go very well to 
another — and I dare fay he won't know the, dif- 
ference. 

\Sings % and Sir Dulcimer affefts to beat time. 
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A I R. 

La Schiavetta. Picctni.' 
The words altered from Suckling. 

I. 

When your paffion you'd difcover, 

Why fo pale and wan, fond lover ? 
Prithee, tell me, why fo pale? 

Ah, forbear, forbear to teaze her 3 ! 

If your looking well won ? t pleafe her, \ 
WiU your looking ill prevail ? 

Why fo dull and mute, young (inner ? 
Girls laugh at a raw beginner ■ « 
Prithee, tell me, why fo mute? 


u « , ■ 


If you're fpeaking well won't win her, 
Sure the devil muft be in her 
If your faying nothing do't. 

III. - 

Ceafe for fliame ! this cannot move her ; 

She'll fcorn fuch a whining lover—— 
Drink about, and let's be gay ! 

If good humour cannot make her, 

Better let the devil take he r 
Tak^ her and your love away, 

2 3 Sir 


\ 
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SirDulc. [after the fang.] Very well, very well 
indeed, ma'am— a great deal of tafte— and very 
neat execution ! But the band was not quite fo 
correft — we'll try it again, if you pleafe — And* 
hark'ee, gentlemen, [to the orchejira.] pleafe to 
begin a little more piano — then, after ten or twelve 
bars, forte! then piano again — then pianijfimo—*' 
then fortiffimo — then 

Mufician [fpeaking from the orchejlra]. That was 
not your air we play'd, Sir Dulcimer. 

Sir Dulc. What was it you obferved, Sir? 

[Applying his trumpet. 

Mufician. It was not your air we play'd, Sir 
Dulcimer. [Rather louder than before. 

Sir Dulc. I know it is a very difficult air, and 

you never play'd it before but if you will 

only 

Mufician [clapping his hands on each fide of his 
mouthy and bawling"]. I fay that the air we play'd, 
and the lady fung, was another air — and not the 
air that you compofed, Sir Dulcimer. 

SirDulc. Another air ? not my air? you play'd 

another air, gentlemen ? and you fung another air, 

ma'am? YouVe a fet of fcraping, piping, imperti- 

t nerjt puppies, gentlemen ! and you're a faucy minx, 

v jaaa'aai! and you have ufed me very ill, Mr. Crotchet ! 

and 


*-»_•• 
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r ^^i|^I wifli your opera maybe damned-~Pll be 
5r:\ : ' wirndd if I don't, Sir ! iMxit * n a P a /fr™* 

* *f • ; V B&dw*.': A very nice ear for mufick Sir Dulcimer 
»/ ^a^ilie can hare a tune that's invifible. 
"^V'5 'fyrrtchet* After all, he's a very worthy, friendly 
??*; ; Jfhan, and I am forry they have affronted him. fifel." 
<* v* dMotvfieur Mezzetin ! and Sprightly tfcoi V * 




Vrf»' *•. Enter Mezzetin, and then Sprightly. 

'i*r*-5 \fy**ihtfy» Crotchet! what have you done to Sir 
V'-<- r"5Pjj§;i1 [n€r Dunder? I met him hobbling put of your 
i V, $$ c in a m °ft tejrrible fury. 
'#£ *r- '{}{jirotchet. A little mufical accident ! 
; V ft Sz'jPbelim. Oh ! there's always quarrelling and 
'jf -^ Vjfi^roor among you lovers of harmony. 

^ftSry Sprightly. Quarrelling ! what has been the matter 

> x** •»'Qrotchet. Sir Dulcimer happened to beat time a 

•■>«&' -Wktle irregularly — that's all. 

*ML ♦. -^ Phelim. Yes, he bate time out of doors, my dear j 

^gi-^*4nd then took himfelf out o'doors into the bargain. 

'>.*£; ' Sprightly. I am forry he is gone. He is a cha- 

•JV* . fafter — and I had rfcferved a niche for him in my 

Jig Comedy. 

ff-* :;j .Crotchet. I heard you were about one.— Monfieur 

i"^> " Mezzetin, you ftem lame— -havs you hurt yourfelf ? 


.Mezzetin. 
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Mtasutin. Vet mofti, I aflure you, Mr. Crochef \ 
I have hurt^a my leg ver mdfhin writing a# grand '/• 
£17//?/ for de new danfeurs W danfeufes engage dis * '• 
fafon at Dury-lane. * ; 

PbeBm. What ! do you write with your lift lig, -\ 
my dear ? I niver hard of any body writing with 
their ligs, fince the fhow^fillow, that wrote a fine. V 
hand with his feet^ at Charing-Crofs. /• .~ 

Meiqzetin. Oh, begar, you mos ftirra your ftomp 1 '. * 
in Writing de dzhk-^jambe en Pair, plume a la mainf " . V 
•*■— De new troupe vil make a deir debut in von . V 
grandc Pantomime. — I ave compofe de tout.-^«pe J > 
fcenes, machines, chanfons, & decorations are a& 
redy-~ and le dofteur Gamut did promifs to meet-st^ • ■ b 
me here to-night vid de mufique. • /.; •>. i. 

Crotchet. We have feen nothing of him yctfftm^j 
Monfieur Mezzetin. • *:• • ' 

Metozetin. Oh, begar, il faut depecber. — Dere ii ••!*'. 
no time to be lofe — for vidout my pantomime di *><• 
new direfikurs ittuft be dndone; ; :: " fr ^ f , ^'. 

C&tiall 1; thought wha* the ; ttige^ ^wbuld come 1 ^^ 
to.— rrGood night to poof Sh'akefpeare ! • : ! 

Me%z*tht» 'Vat figrcify your /rif/fc'Sha-kef-peare? * 

Begar, deirdwak more moneys got by de gran ^.* 

fpeaacle o£ de Sha*kef-pea«; Jubilee, cfenbj'all ^Tf 

de wnjque ,a»4/ //#i/tyw!b£Sha^ktf^ 

*! w . ma •- „ 

:•• • 
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ma foil — You make-a de danfe, and dc mufique, 
and de pantomime of your Sha-kef*pcare, and den 
he do ver well. 

Sprightly. Treafon ! high-treafon. again ft 'the md* 
jefty of Shakefpeare, andtbeempire of the publitb ! 

Catcall. That's right, Mr. Sprightly !-^-fhcw 
yourfelfan advocate for the old fterling dramas 
the ftaple commodity of the theatre, 

* Sprightly. There is no occafion 1 fcfr Jme to plead 
its caufe, Sir — ad populum prQwai-*i appeal to the » 
feelings and good fenfe of the people. 

Crotchet. We know that you are a writer of 
comedy yourfelf, Sprightly — fuccefe attend you ! 
—but believe, me, Sprightly, dramatick pieces*. 

* unadorned by dance and fcenery, and *wienlivciied 
by mufick, will never be able to make a (land 
againft opera and pantomime. All men have eyes 

* and ears,, but all men have not the like under- 
{landings. 

Sprightly. Englifhmen, Mr. Crotchet, EngHfhmeit 
•confider their eyes and ears as the inlets 'oflin'ftmc^ 

* tion, as well as entertainment. The djagejithe 
region of enchantment, I grant you. Show and 
fing-fong may be admitted, as garni fli-^-tbe mete 
Jace.and, fringe oi itheitheatj<e--hbut'ithe inain bodjr 

. of the? jftageHqnteptaJAna«nt$ Jlrould be \hrdugHt dbt 


u 


34 6 NEWSROOMS f 

of the loom of Shakefpeare and his noble afliftants. 
The old Drama, Opera, and Pantomime, may 
indeed dance the hayes on the ftage, like the fun, 
moon, and earth in the Rehearfal — fometimes one 
in eclipfe, and fometimes another. Opera or Pan- 
tomime may for a feafon caufe a temporary obfcu- 
rity, as the dull earth may now and then (land in 
its own light •, but Tragedy and Comedy, like the 
fun and moon, will continue to be the life, delight, 
and chief fupport of the Englifti Theatre. 

Catcall. Well faid, little Bayes, egad ! 

Pbelim. By my fowle he has fo boddered me with • 
eyes and ears, and eclipfes, that I am quite in the 
dark, my dear. 

Sprightly. Nay, gentlemen, Comedy is no prude, * 
and I am no cynick in theatricals, I promife you — 
A clear Jt age, and fair play for all parties! that's all 
that is required — Thefe too I can venture to allure 
you are the fentiments of the new managers— and 
if you pleafe, "I'll fpeak you a Prologue I have 
written at their inftance for the opening of the.; 
Theatre- 

AIL Prologue, prologue, prologue ! 
. Sprightly* Then filence ! We'll fuppofe the au- 
dience to, be there, if you pleafe. 

j .; . : - f 

prologue; * 
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Scribblers are fportfmen ; and as fportfmen are,. 
Some hit, fome mifs, fome poach, and fome beat 

fair; 
This wounds a draggling bird ; that often tries, 
But never kills ; he Ihoots and fhuts both eyes : 
Like our train'd bands, the mark he never hits- 
He fcorns to fee the murder he commits ; 
Some will whole covies take, nineteen in twenty f 
And then you fmack your lips — for game is plenty. 

In fliort, by you their merits muft be tried 

And woe to them, who are not qualified ! 

Another fimile we mean to broach 

A new one too ! The ftage is a ftage-coach- . 

A ft age-coach ! why? I'll tell you, if you afk it—-* 
Here fome take places *, and fome mount the 

bafketf. 
Our cattle too, that draw the ftage along, 
Are of all forts and fizes — weak and ftrong, 
Brown, grey, black, bay, brilk, tame, blind, lame, 

fat, lean, old and young ! 

If, as we're jogging on, we fometimes flop, 

Some fcold within, and fome afleep will d: 

While failors and their doxies fing and roar o'top 

The coachman manager will fometimes pleafe ye — 

But fliculd he ftuffthe coach too full,andfqueezeye, 

You 
# Boxes. f Gallery. 
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You then begin to fwear — cc Zounds ! {hut the door f 
fc We're cramm'd already— here's no room for more— 
u You'rq fo damn'd fat— a little further, Sir ! 
f ' Your elbow's in my ftomach— I can't ftir." 
Hoit ! hoit ! the coachman then drives on apace, 
And fmack ! with other ftages runs a race. 
Thro' thick and thin we dafli, now up, now N down, 
Now raife a duft, now rattling thro' the town ; 
Now firft, now laft, now jolted, crack ! we fall, 
Laugh'd, pelted, hooted at, and damn'd by all ! 

Your late old coachman, tho' oft fplafh'd by dirt, 
And out in many a ftorm, retires unhurt ; 
Enjoys your kind reward for all his pains, 
And now to other hands refigns the reins. 
But the new partners of the old machine, 
Hoping you'll find it fnug, and tight, and clean, 
Vow that with much civility they'll treat you, 
Will drive you well, and pleafantly will feat you; 
The road is not all turnpike — and what worfe is, 
They can't enfure your watches or your purfes ; 
But they'll enfure you, that their beft endeavours 
Shall not be wanting to obtain your favour ; L 

'hich jjain'd — Gee up ! the old ftage will run I 
for ever! 
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